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CHRISTMAS IN THE DARK CONTINENT. 
THE CHRISTIAN POWERS OF EUROPE EXPLAIN PRACTICALLY TO THE HEATHEN AFRICAN THE TRUE MEANING OF 
PEACE ON EARTH AND GOOD WILL TOWARD MEN." 
a 	 TEXAS siFriNos. 
ness of the Christmas time is just as bright and en-
trancing as in those olden days. 
THE FAREWELL TOUR. 
So Patti is coming over again to give another fare-
well series of performances. This we believe has be-
come the universal custom with prominent actors and 
actresses. Perhaps it may be so arranged after a while 
that an actress may be able to make two or three fare-
well tours every season. Why not announce each per-
formance as a positively last farewell performance ? 
Nothing is so elastic as the farewell tour of a great 
actress. The dear public must be given just one more 
chance. This condescension is not unlike that of the 
British government towards the rebels during the first 
years of the American Revolution. Trumbull, in his 
McFingal, a satirical work almost equal to Butler's 
Hudebra, expresses a fear that if the ministry did not 
cease opening and closing the door of mercy to the 
rebels, the hinges Might wear out. Our great artists 
are made of sterner stuff than mere door hinges. Ap- 
parently they never wear out. 
THE ONE KING OF AMERICA. 
When Dom Pedro was forced to abandon the throne 
of Brazil the newspapers said exultingly that there was 
no longer a king in America, but they forgot Santa 
Claus. He was crowned long ago, and when the period 
for his annual reign comes round there are none to op-
pose his royal will. He is the most unselfish of mon-
archs, for while he gathers tithes on every hand and 
demands tribute in an imperious way occasionally, he 
keeps nothing for himself, but distributes his revenues 
with a lavish hand, particularly among the children, 
who are his most loved and loyal subjects. His am-
bassadors have scoured every quarter .of the globe. to 
gather novelties for the great Christmas distribution; 
he has pressed all the adults into his service, and thoti-
sands of men will soon be making pack-horses of them-
selves in order that the little ones at home may 'receive 
their accustomed largess from .their good King Santa 
Claus. 
4. 
THE CHRISTMAS LESSON. 
The lesson of the approaching holiday is the lesson 
of the hour—to be studied, remembered and laid away 
in the storehouse of the heart. Happy is the man who 
has the means and the will to give. There are many 
little charities that call attention—many acts of benovo-
lence, trivial in themselves, but world of advantage 
to other souls than yours, whose hands are held out in 
silent pleadings for assistance. The tears can be wiped 
from eyes that will cause angel hands to pass soothingly 
over your brow in distressful hours. Lips can be made 
to smile whose laughter will re-echo in years to come, 
when the memory of your acts shall have passed away 
from your thoughts like a tale that is told. 
THE grave-digger in Hamlet didn't know much about 
American politics when he said: " A tanner will last you 
eight year," The Corporal didn't last one. • 
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' 0 ! 'tis the midnight hour ! 
The Roman sleeps, 
Pillowed in purple power 
O'er Jews and Greeks ; 
Years, o'er the head of man, 
Have ceased to be— 
Since Rome's high walls began— 
Seven fifty-three ! 
See ! in the East, a star of holy light ! 
Leaps the horizon's bar and gems the night—
Pulseless—serene—it flings, o'er land and sea, 
Its jewelled ray, and brings promise to Galilee. 
J. ARMOY KNO X, Manager. 
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le Within his palace gates, 
Herod, the Tetrarch, waits 
The break of day ; 
And, to his council-halls, 
Elder and high priest calls 
In pale dismay. 
Shepherds awake to greet 
The Incarnate One ; 
And wise men haste to meet 
Jehovah's Son ; 
While all the conscious air resounds again, 
With " Halleluiah !" and " Good will to men " 
* 	 * 	 * 
Since that bright star was seen, 
O'er porch and pine, 
Have years gone by—eighteen 
And eighty-nine : 
Again the season comes with blithesome cheer, 
To wither ail the woes of yester-year. 
Fill high the bowl and mantle red the cup 
From East to West ; 
Shake hands, old friends, and call the memory up 
Of Him Who loveth best ; 
Let care be laid aside, and grief be done, 
At Christmas-tide. 
And, in the words of England's laurelled son, 
" God bless us—every one 
CHRISTMAS. 
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IN "A. MINER" KEY. 
SALT " meet "—Sea dogs on a hunt. 
Plane sailing—in a prairie schooner: 
IN the race—water to turn the wheel. 
SEEKING blood—Invalids advised to drink it. 
WILL get it in the neck—the Christmas Turkey. 
No matter how cheap snuff is offered if there are no. 
takers. 
NEWSPAPER men naturally get the first ink-ling of 
the news. 
" Merry Christmas!" Will it ever cease to be the 
most musical key of greeting to unlock the door of affec-
tion and generosity ? Shall we ever cease to associate 
it with warmth, and comfort, and blazing fires in broad 
chimneys and merry groups of happy young children; 
and somewhere the branch of green, in memory of the 
never-dying love and care of Him whose natal clay we 
celebrate? How beautiful it is that the sweet faith is, year 
by year, renewed in our children, as they look forward 
with love and trust to the joyful time! How the wonderful 
spirit of the day has touched the hearts of great writers 
and glorified the literature that deals with it. Christmas 
story-telling has become one of the loveliest arts of 
modern writers, and to Dickens we owe very much of 
the beautiful feeling. How much he did for the Christ-
mas sentiment; of all the minstrels of the Christian 
holiday, his songs have left most music in our 
How could any 
one harbor self-





we seem to hear 
the chimes of 
bells, the Christ-
mas carols, the 
merry song of 
the steaming 
kettle, and the 
pleasant chirp of 
the cricket; 
over whose 
pages we see so 
many kindly 
faces and hear 
such loving 
words. The old 
yule log has 
burned to ashes 
long ago, and 
become only a 
tradition; but 
thank God for 
the love which 
never goes 'out 
of fashion; the 
gracious sweet- 
" I'm no read bird," said the parrot, when given a 
book to peruse. 
A GREAT many " buy " words will be used from now 
until Christmas. 
A CHILD looks upon the most humble toy peddler as 
a man of rare gifts. 
FILL yourself with the Christmas spirit, but beware 
of too much Christmas drink. 
Fr was the man who couldn't button his coat who 
hadn't clothes enough to go round. 
. THOUGH a lady has little use for it, she will gen-
erally be found to have her isinglass. 
A PRINTER doesn't object to having his form " pied " 
on Christmas, if the mince pie be good. 
IT is better to give than to receive, especially it it be 
a Christmas " box " from John L. Sullivan. 
hearts. 
g 
PARENTS in search of Christmas presents for the 
children, find themselves in the doll-drums. 
HE hoped to win her by his presents, but she said 
his presence wasn't desirable, so he didn't send any. 
DON'T buy land in Montana represented to have lead 
ore deposits, until you have been carefully led o'er the 
land. 
a 
THE gift show is about played out except on Christ-
mas morning. Then it draws large and delighted 
audiences. 
THE show elephant Emperor sold at auction for 
$1,7oo recently. An Emperor wouldn't bring that 
amount now in Brazil. 
AN Ohio woman who thought she had been swindled 
in a set of teeth she bought of a dentist, said what she 
thought of him, to his teeth. 
A SHOEMAKER'S little boy wanted to know if Santa 
Claus' boots weren't made on a Christmas " tree." He 
associated it with a boot-tree. 
" CAN I look in your city directory ?" a man asked 
of the druggist. " Yes." " No I can't, I'm blind," and 
he carefully felt his way out of the store, chuckling. 
" A DRUM," says the boy, when asked what he 
particularly desires from Santa Claus. " Add rum," 
says the man, to the compounder of Christmas punch. 
HE LOST THE GAME. 
HE (out of patience)—Now I'm going to give you a chance to make the last play in 
this little game. (Staccato) Will--you—marry—me ? 
SHE—Domino I 
it 
TEXAS SIFTINGS. 3 
ing." A clear day in New York has come to be so rare 
an event that it deserves to be celebrated, whether it falls 
on Christmas or not. 




High Soprano—What do you think, my dear ; I've 
been invited to sing into a phonograph. Then, of 
course, I am to have it repeated for me, and I'm so 
pleased at the novel idea of being able to hear myself 
sing as others bear me that I can scarcely wait until the 
time comes. 
Mezzo Soprano—Haw delightful ! 
H. S.—Isn't it ? And I'm so sorry that you are not 
going with me. I do so wish you could hear those 
sweet, rich, low tones of yours. 
M. S.—Have you selected something to bring out in 
full that wonderful upper register of yours ? 
H. S.—Why, certainly. I'm particularly desirous of 
hearing my high notes. 
M. S. (very sweetly)—They say that though the 
phonograph records very faithfully one never recognizes 
one's own voice. Well, I must go now. I do hope, so 
much my clear, that you won't be dis—I mean that you 
will be pleased. Good-bye, darling. 
H. S.—Good-bye, my love (soliloquizes), What a con-
temptibly jealous piece that thing is with her covert 
sneers. She always did envy me my clear, high notes. 
Good thing she can't hear her husky old voice. 
M. S. (as she wends her way, soliloquizes)—Silly little 
fool ! Well, I tried to save her from the mortification 
that is in store for her. It'll be a mercy to her if her 
piercing shrieks would shatter the machine, and a 
special intervention of Providence in favor of the man 
who owns it if they don't. 
HE KNEW THE BARBER WAS AROUND. 
a 
Now de wintry win' 
am er blowin' 
mouty brisk, 
Oh ! lissen to de 
squakin o' de 
goose; 
Makes ole niggers 
git erroun purty 
brisk, 
Oh ! lissen to de 
squakin o' de 
goose. 
Now Huldy put de coon an' taters on ter cook, 
Oh ! lissen to de bawlin'.o' de calf; 
De hominy's steamin' in de kittle on de hook, 
Oh ! lissen to de bawlin' o' de calf. 
Barber—Razah pull, sah ? 
Customer—Why, you're not shaving me ? 
Barber (with a gratified smile)-01), yes, sah ; nearly 
fru, sah. Didn't you feel me ? 
Customer—Feel you ! Great Governor, yes ! I 
• thought you was giving my face a shampoo. De backlog's blazin' in de ole cabin fire, De rooster's done stop a crowin'; 
His tongue's froze stiff, an' he kaint use his toes, 
While de blizzard's ebrywhar a blowin'. 
De possum's done hid in de big gum stump, 
De dogs howl unner de floor; 
De roomatiz rage, ties ole niggers in a knot, 
Poke de fire an' shut tight de door. 
Move dat bench to de table ready for de Chrismas feas', 
Oh ! lissen to de guinea hen a clackin'; 
De win's may howl, but we don't car' de leas 
While our lips oe'r de wittles am a smackin,. 
Oh ! Lawd we's gwineter dine, jess' as fine as any silk, 
De pot am a bilin' on de fire; 
Tilt de pitcher quick, fer I wants mush and milk, 
Fill up my wooden bowl now, Mariar. 
The boy with a sled draws his Sally, and when he 
grows up he draws his sallery, if he can. 
WILL DIETZ. 
they fall head-over-heels in the matri-
monial soup. They are the silliest 
lovers of all. A man is foolish to 
wait till the chill wind of life's Winter 
creeps under his wig and wrestles 
with the hirsute excrescences on his 
dome of thought before he falls in 
love. He has missed a great deal of 
fun. It is at this age that the ama-
tory imp seizes the old fossil in his re-
lentless grasp, and makes a blooming 
fool of him. 
It is wonderful what a universal 
thing this matter of love is. All men 
cannot have the measles or he editor 
of a funny paper, but all men. can 
love. I have seen men who actually seemed 
to love their own wives. It is a poor stick, 
indeed, who cannot love somebody's wife. • 
Some men are long on love and short on 
ducats, while others are long on ducats, and 
with -them can bull the whole market. It is 
terrible to be in love on an income of eight 
dollars a week. I actually knew a man once 
who died because a girl would not love him • 
The jurymen who sat on him at the Coro-
ner's inquest said in their verdict that his 
death was caused by " heart-failure." 
I don't believe that man was ever made 
to be loved, but as long as there are not enough poodle 
dogs to go around, some of the women content them-
selves with loving men. It is their last resort—for they 
must love something. 
Love is a terrible disease. Those who can pass 
through it without an impaired digestion, or without 
having to wear a chest-protector can take a place by, the 
side of the street car mule, so far as endurance is con-
cerned. It is terribly rasping on the liver, but more so 
on the pocket-book. 
Men who have fallen in love describe it as a sort of 
sinking sensation, attended by an intoxicating efferves-
cence of sentimental spontaneity that makes a man for-
get his best friends: I have known it to make a man 
forget his debts. 
It is a great thing to be forgetful sometimes, and 
anything that will aid a man to forget some things ought 
to be encouraged. I notice that Prof. Loisette has a 
patent device for strengthening the memory. He would 
make more money out of a scheme that would enable 
men to forget the past. 
The peculiar thing about falling in love is that a man 
keeps falling deeper and- deeper and never reaches the 
bottom—until he gets married, and then he begins to 
look around and wonder how far he fell and who shoved 
him off. 
" Love thy neighbor as thyself," is one of • the bibli-
cal injunctions, and many men obey it—so far as their 
neighbor's wives is concerned. 
TAD DE WEESE ON LOVE. It is easy 
to detect a 
man who is in 
love. He acts 
as though he 




A venerable female friend of mine, who is president 
of the " Society for the Prevention of Celibacy among 
Widowers," has invited me to read a thesis at their next 
meeting on the subject, " Why we love." After reading 
a few of Ella Wheeler Wilcox's red-headed " Poems of 
Passion," and devouring a few real warm novels by 
Am elle Rives-Chandler, I have managed to evolve a few 
thoughts on love, which I think will be new and fresh. 
I was so delighted with the sparkling humor and the ir-
resistible catchiness of the article that I finally yielded 
to the importunities of the press, and consented to have 
it published for the benefit of the public at large. I have 
a grievance against the public, anyway. Vanderbilt 
and I are a good deal alike on that point. 
I think this article on the therapeutical effects of ama-
tory consanguinity will give the connubial market an 
impetus such as it has not felt for years. If this paper 
shall be the means of causing some poor but fashionable 
vagrant to share his poverty with a worthy young lady 
of means who knows how to be economical with her 
husband's posSessions, I shall feel amply repaid for the 
large amount of grey matter expended. 
Ever since the balmy afternoon in Autumn, when 
Adam and Eve swung in the hammock and chewed each 
other's gum in the beautiful garden of Eden, man has 
been seized with an ungovernable desire to love some one, 
and woman has felt a strange longing to be loved by 
something. A woman, as a general thing, doesn't care 
to waste any heart-tissue in loving others when it isn't 
necessary. 
Men who make the most fun of love are the earliest 
victims, and get caught before they are fairly ripe. 
When they wait till the lawn-mower of Time has cut 








he clear and 
cold, with 
holly- branch-
es in berry, 
a blazing fire, 
a dinner with 
mince pies , 
and games 
and forfeits 
in the even- 
to him, and 
was afraid 
some one 
would see it, 
and he don't 
know how he 
got it, and he 
would like to 




WHAT MAKES A FULL MAN. 
MRS. LITERARY.—Do you believe with the poet that reading makes a full man ? 
MRS PRACTICAL (sighing)—I don't know that reading makes a full man, but I am 
convinced that a club reading-room does. 
Only a Drop of Water. 
4 TEXAS SIF'T'INGS. 
ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
I walked into the dry-goods store 
And bought my wife a dress, 
A bonnet, gloves, and sealskin sack, 
And laces to excess; 
I bought of ribbons many a yard 
And many things beside, ' 
And yet that greedy dry-goods man 
Was scarcely satisfied. 
I then went to the jeweler 
And bought a watch and chain; 
A bracelet, brooch and ear-rings too, 
And siiver-headed cane, 
His diamond studs I asked to see, 
And was with some supplied, 
And yet that grasping jeweler 
Did not seem satisfied. 
My tailor made a suit of clothes 
Of faultless fit and style, 
But though they fitted me so well 
He did not seem to smile; 
An overcoat he made me, too— 
Of tailors art the pride, 
And still that selfish tradesman did 
Not seem quite satisfied. 
The butcher always brought our meat 
And often kicked at that, 
The baker sent -us daily bread 
But never doff'd his hat; 
• The coal-dealer with whom we dealt 
Our custon would deride, 
And e'en the landlord of our house 
Did not seem satisfied ! 
And why were all these tradesmen wroth— 
What made them fret and frown, 
Tho' I should purchase all they had 
• Whene'er I went to town ? 
Mattie Brown—I. From the sample of hair you 
enclose we should say you were a blonde. 2. Yes ; if 
you can walk the tight-rope fairly well you might get 
an engagement at a circus, as they always need a 
)31ondin the company. 
McGinty—See answer to John Jones, Jr. 
Alice—The late Hugh Conway is perfectly dead, we 
believe, but he still continues to write post-humous 
novels for enterprising publishers. 
First Nighter—Wilson Barrett has not got a tenor 
voice, as you suppose. Everybody knows it to be a 
Barrett-tone. • 
John Jones, Jr.—See answer to McGinty. 
Art Student—Steel engravings can be purchased at 
any first-class book store, but if you wish to save money, 
a respectable, well-recommended thief can steel engrav-
ings for you. 
Dead Beat— Old medals are of little value except to 
curiosity-mongers. We don't know what yours are 
worth, and therefore don't care to medal with the 
subject. 
Emily Travis—See replies to McGinty and John 
Jones, Jr. 
Estelle C.—You appear to us to be a strange girl. 
You are ashamed to meet your lover because you don't 
know how to kiss. Well, we give lessons gratis to 
pretty girls. Call round and see us. Office hours 9 
to 4. 
Constance—The last of the Mohicans was not the 
same kind of a last that shoemakers use. The Mohicans 
were a tolerably well-clothed race and they wore moc-
casins to boot. 
Jo. King—You wish to knoW what is meant by the 
phrase " the race for wealth." We believe that .it 
applies to the Hebrews. 
Love-Lorn—Say, if you -don't let up on sending us 
your ragged; moth-eaten, frayed-edged, bilious poetry. 
we'll have you arrested for attempting to provoke a.  
breach of the peace. We have stood a good deal, but 
are determined to sit down now—on you. 
Mr. Jackley—We cannot give instructions for carving 
a turkey in this column. What's the matter with asking 
us to dinner at Christmas and then we can illustrate the 
operation ? 
Bashful—It is a fact that men of iron nerve are 
usually found to be also men of metal. This is 
especially noticeable among the " coppers." Whenever 
they are metal-lone be civil or you will be sorry. 
S. E. Coffin—Your Christmas poem on " The Tomb 
of General Grant " has not enough hilarity in it to make 
a tramp smile, even if you offered to set 'em up. Send 
it to Judge or the New York Sun. They might pass 
it—by. 
White Rose—See answer to Emily Travi 
JoF 	 -v. 
Their icy looks and wrinkled brows 
Would often give me chills; 
Perhaps the reason was because 
I never paid their bills ! 
REMEMBER. 
Remember if you let your chickens feed from your 
neighbor's flower bed, his pig will probably get fat in 
your potato patch. 
Don't think your are a pattern by which men should 
be cut out. Maybe you're a bad job, anyway. 
Remember that it's a good plan to watch for your com-
rades' virtues and your own vices. 
Dont swear you know a thing is true because you be-
lieve it. You wouldn't know you were living if your 
wife didn't pull your hair sometimes. 
Remember that wiser men than you are buried with-
out monuments over them. 
Don't question any man's motives. Maybe the 
reason he doesn't set them up is he thinks your mother-
in-law don't let you drink. 
Remember the world forgets a million men where it 
immortalizes one. Fame is a fine thing, but it's harder 
to get than a prize in the lottery. 
NATURAL HISTORY LECTURES. 
THE REINDEER. 
Of all the animals that roam the face.of the earth, 
four-legged and hind-legged, not one of them is as dear 
to the heart of childhood as the Reindeer. It figures 
prominently in the most beautiful myth ever imposed 
upon credulous childhood. From the pictures of the 
reindeer commonly used in Christmas illustrations, it 
cannot be distinguished from the ordinary deer, so 
much sought after by boys inspired by frontier litera-
ture.- It is a trim, beautiful animal, with slender limbs, 
a thick fur coat and horns. Its native haunts are away 
in the north many miles above the freezing point. It is 
a speedy traveler from necessity, as the climate is so 
cold that it would freeze to death if it remained in one 
spot any length of time. It was probably the rein-
deer's speed that caused it to be chosen to draw the 
sledge of the fabled St. Nicholas. The person who 
invented the story of St. Nicholas and his sledge full of 
toys drawn by reindeers, was an artistic and thought-
ful liar, even if he, or she, was an ancient and •un-
acquainted with our modern inventions and business 
methods. There is something very touching in the 
sight of an honored business man and pillar of the 
church, with his little child upon his knee, listening with 
flushed, pleased face and wide-open eyes, while the 
parent leaps from lie to lie, in answer to the child's 
eager questioning, and to make the story hang together• 
Sometimes it's nip and tuck, for a bright child will ask 
questions that will make even an old and expert liar 
squirm to answer plausibly. It is in explaining how 
St. Nicholas gets so rapidly from house to house to 
distribute his presents, that the reindeer comes in very 
handy. 
It must be admitted that it is rather a strain on a 
child's confidence to have it, when it grows older, learn 
from some of its more sophisticated companions, that 
the first story its father or mother told it, was an 
unqualified fabrication with the single exception 
that there is such an animal as the reindeer. 
It may be that the pleasure the story gives the dear 
little ones, more than counter-balances the disappoint-
ment, when they learn that it is not true, but it certainly 
establishes a bad precedent. 
	 E. R. COLLINS. 
THE mild weather isn't favorable for the emotional 
young man who wants to sacrifice the young woman 
who declines to marry him. There isn't enough snow 
for him to " sleigh " his girl. 
OUT OF HIS HEAD. 
Evolution of the Kentucky Colonel. 
PrMX_AS SIFTINGS. 5 
A HISTORY OF FRANCE 
FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 
BY A. MINER GRISWOLD. 
PART VIII. 
history of great importance. He 
defeated the Neustrians at 
Testry in the year 687, which 
brought to a termination the 
long struggle between the two 
great members of the Frank 
empire, assuring the preponder-
ance of Teutonic over Roman 
Gaul. He was a daring and 
able man, and made himself 
master of France, ruling under 
the title of Duke of the Franks, 
although he allowed one of the 
do-nothing kings to pose in that 
capacity on certain occasions. 
The Franks, under the leader-
ship of Pepin, conquered 
numerous Germanic tribes 
and completely recovered their 
ancient supremacy in Ger-
many. Pepin died in 714, after 
having governed France wisely 
and prudently for twenty-seven 
years. The king was changed 
repeatedly during that period, 
but it didn't make any difference 
to Pepin. He had everything 
his own way. 
Pepin was succeeded by his 
son Charles, so illustrious after-
wards as Charles Martel, founder 
of the Carlovingian dynasty of 
France. Charles, like his father, 
was mayor of the palace and 
possessed the whole regal power. 
He was a great soldier, and one 
of his chief exploits was the de-
feat of the Saracens of Spain in 
732, which perhaps saved Eu-
rope from the dominion of the 
crescent. It was this victory 
that gave him his name, Charles 
Martel—Charles of the hammer, 
He is Sometimes pictured mount-
ed on a fiery charger, vigorously 
hammering the enemy with his 
favorite weapon. Judging from 
his picture he must have been 2 
man of striking appearance. At 
his death in 741 he divided his kingdom between 
sons, Carlomen and Pepin. The latter, who was the 
first king of France, was the father of the illustrious 
Charlemagne, of whom I will tell you in my next, if 
you will prom!se to be good, mes enfants. 
HELPING THE DONKEY. 
GUZZLETON (about to depart after a Christmas dinner at his club)— 
Shay, are you sure thish ish my hat ? 
WAITER—Yes, sir. there's your name in it. 
GUZZLETON (looking in the mirror)—Well, then, I wonder 'f I hain't 
borrowed some other feller's (hic) head ! 
te r 
Y ORDER of Da 
gobert his domin-
ions were divided 
between his two 
sons. Sigobert II. 
and Clovis II., 
on his death in 
638. They were 
iy;;AL mere children, 
-4§7 aged respective- 
ly eight and four 
years. I can im-
agine nothing more embarrassing to a four-year-old boy 
than to be suddenly elevated to the responsible position 
of king. To be called away from his marbles to mount 
a throne, and put on a crown several sizes too large 
for him: To exchange his little child's petticoats for 
the royal robes of an adult and pot-bellied potentate, 
and wield a sceptre in place of rattle. But such things 
sometimes happen where kings are the fashion. 
But these boys only reigned nominally, the govern-
ment being administered by an individual known as the 
mayor of the palace. This individual had greater 
power than the king himself, and was really the power 
behind the throne, as many a victim discovered, after 
.he was thrown. He encouraged his royal master in 
idleness, intemperance and debauchery, the firmer to 
establish his own power, and several successors of the 
puissant and energetic Dagobert fell into such a state 
of incapacity and sloth, beginning with his son Clovis 
iA., f.hat they were contemptuously called rois faineants 
—do-nothing kings. France had nearly a century of 
them. When talent and force of character was needed 
these contemptible kings lapsed into a state of imbe-
cility and insignificance that made the people ashamed 
of them. 
We read how Clovis II. was treated by the mayor of 
the palace. Once a year was he arrayed like a king in 
purple and gold, and allowed to show himself to his 
subjects on the Champ de Mars. But he wasn't per-
mitted to say anything to the dukes and bishops and 
feudal lords assembled there, nor to give any orders 
not agreeable to the mayor of the palace. After the 
ceremony he was conducted back to the palace, his 
royal robes carefully folded and laid away on the top 
shelf of the clothes-press, his crown dusted and put in 
a hat box tied with a cotton string, and his gilt sceptre 
rolled in tissue paper and put where the moths wouldn't 
get at it, awaiting the next annual parade. All the 
rois faineants were treated in about the same way by 
the mayor of the palace, who was generally a bold bad 
man intent only on advancing his own interests.. 
A duke of Austrasia and mayor of the palace, called 
Pepin d' Heristat, established a turning point in French 
his talking equality, and even voting honestly, makes us 
none the less aristocratic in sentiment, however much 
we may belie it in action. 
The social conditions which surround us give birth 
to this feeling. It is natural in man to hold himself, in 
some sense, exclusive or superior to others. We do not 
complain of this feeling, as from it spring our noblest 
qualities. So long as we are permitted to indulge in 
the luxury of aristocracy, with no special or exclusive 
class in our midst to carry off the honors, no harm can 
come of it. It is only when the sentiment of aristocracy 
in the individual becomes offensive that we deride it. 
The late Emperor Frederick, when he was Crown 
Prince, while walking in the woods near the palace at 
Pottsdam, one morning, perceived an old milk woman 
who was pounding the ass attached to her milk wagon, 
and talking in an excited tone to the balky 
animal. NOT A PAYING BUSINFSS. 
A.—Who was that shabby looking man you stopped 
to speak to ? 
B.—He is a lecturer, just returned from a trip in the 
West. 
But do lecturers look as seedy as that after a trip ? 
Not generally, but he has been giving " A Reply to 
Bob Ingersoll." 
THE LAZIEST MAN. 
Harry—Who's that passing on the other side of the 
street ? 
Charley—Dear boy, you'll have to excuse me. I'm 
really too fatigued to look further than the middle of 
the street to-day. 
" What's the matter, my good woman ?" 
asked the prince. 
" I am in a great hurry to serve my cus-
tomers with milk," replied the old woman, 
who did not know the prince, " and this ac-
cursed brute refuses to budge; but if you 
would be kind enough to pull him by the 
ears while I warm him up behind with this 
club, he will go right along." 
The good-natured prince seized the ani-
mal by the ears and tugged away, while the 
old woman mauled the brute with her cud-
gel. Sure enough, the donkey trotted on, 
much to the joy of the woman. 
When the prince told his mother about 
it, she rebuked him for 
being so familiar with 
the lower orders, 
whereupon the prince 
laughingly 	 replied : 
" My father has helped 
many a donkey along 
at court." 
ARISTOCRACY. 
Disguise the fact 
from ourselves as best 
we can, we are all, at 
heart, aristocratic. Pro-
fessing republicanism, 
NEW YORK SOCIETY BELLES. 
Miss Biddy O'Hooly, of Goat Hill. 
NIL!' 0,  
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It is necessary to go backs a little before we move 
forward with these memories of a very remarkable man. 
No one in the town was like David Swift and no one in 
the town or out of it liked David Swift. He was this 
sort of a man : 
Just across the street lived the prettiest, liveliest 
widow in the world. Everybody knew that she made 
eyes at Swift ; that she would stand before the windows 
in ravishing breakfast gowns and cough as he entered 
or left his house ; everybody came to know this save 
Swift himself. The widow had a small son, and when 
the Fauntleroy fever seized upon the suburbs this boy 
became the most conspicuous object in the town ; he 
was kissed half to death by the women, and fairly 
laughed out of his little boots by envious boys not 
dressed in velvet. Swift never looked at him. Now it 
appears that the widow, doubtless inspired by a fresh 
reading of the ever-fresh " Christmas Stories," and of 
current fiction of that class, conceived a brilliant plan 
to thaw David Swift and lift his sombre grey eyes to a 
level with her own. It was very simple. One Indian 
Summer day, not far from Christmas, she espied 
him in his garden sprawled out on a steamer chair. 
The garden gate was ajar, left so by One-Third White, 
the old negro servant who had just gone • down the 
street. The widow whispered her instructions to Faun-
tleroy, and then stood back in the embrasure of the 
window and eagerly watched him as he tripped across 
the street and vanished through the gate. PreSently 
he reappeared at the side of the recumbent figure in the 
garden. 
David Swift was amazed. 
r 
What manner of boy was 
this ? " Well ?" he demanded fiercely. 
" Please, sir," whined Fauntleroy, shaking his curls 
complacently, " you looked so lonely, I thought I'd keep 
you company." 
" Oh, you •did 1" 
" Yes, sir ; I have no father now, and I want one so 
much, and Christmas is coming, and—" 
Fauntleroy got no further with his little address. 
The widow was shocked to see her son suddenly lifted 
from the earth and thrust howling through the gate. 
The widow's plan was very simple, as we said ; but 
unfortunately she did not know what sort of a man 
Swift was. 
Again, a hunted criminal with wild black eyes and 
matted hair broke past the old negro one night and fell 
at Swift's feet. 
" Help me, for God's sake," he hoarsely implored. 
" Keep me here—only over night. I'll die for you if 
you do !" 
" Who are you ?" 
" A ruined, wretched man—bad ; yes, by God! a 
rascal ; I've robbed, forged, deserted my wife—but, if 
you have a heart, give me another chance ! I swear—!" 
" Wait a minute," said Swift coldly. He stepped 
into the hall and whispered to One-Third White. Then 
he came back and smiled in the uplifted face of the 
grovelling, desperate wretch. " Wait a minute," he 
said again. 
Soon there was a sound of hurried steps at the doer, 
and the old negro ushered two policemen into the room. 
The betrayed refugee rose to his feet with a sob. 
"Officers," said Swift, calmly resuming his seat, "I 
suppose you want that man. At any rate, jail him; he's 
a self-confessed criminal." 
"May a merciful God damn you l" cried the poor 
fellow, with a blazing look of unspeakable hate. 
Swift smiled. 
That is somewhat the sort of a man he was, in retro- 
spect. Now our Christmas tale begins. 
As the jocund day drew nigh, the town bedecked 
itself in green and spangles. The eager air was 
a-quiver with sleigh bells. One-Third White, (his 
master called him "Whitey"), on his daily walk to 
the market, saw bright expectant faces every-
where. He, too, took on "a shining morning face" 
for an hour or two; but returning through the 
garden gate he was careful to smooth it out and 
go into the presence of his master with the stolid look 
that years of thraldom had wrought into his eyes 
and rich mulatto skin. All of Whitey's life, which 
had now run to more than three-score years, had 
been spent in the service of David Swift. Lately 
his lot had been a hard one; as a slave it had not been 
half so hard; and he did not see 'the relief that was now 
so near. Since early autumn death had seized David 
Swift by the chest; the, grip had tightened; the doctor 
had been paid and curtly dismissed. He was a pious, 
kindly man, and he meant well to his late patient in 
sending to see him the next day the popular young 
preacher who had been recently called to the Presby-
terian church. 
Whitey took the reverend young gentleman's card 
to his master, and stood patiently by with downcast 
eyes, while David Swift was racked with a sudden fit 
of 'coughing. This. lasted so long and was such a dis-
tressful seizure that the old servant dug his nails into 
the palms of his hands in a passion of sympathy. 
"Go!" said Swift in a weakling shriek, "go and 
tell the puppy. that I'm damned. if 
	 then he fell 
back on the pillow, and presently called in a feeble 
voice, 
"Whitey." 
"Yas, sah, BoSsie, yas, sah." 
"Show him in." 
The preacher was a fine-looking, tall young fellow, 
with a cheerful, handsome 'face. He was walking 
easily and without clerical self-consciousness to the 
side of the bed, when Swift, raising- himself up on 
one hand stayed the approach of his visitor with the 
other. 
"So you're Carl Davidson, are you ?" 
• The young man bowed. 
"Reverend Carl Davidson, your card says." 
" I fo'give you Mars Davie, chile—foah God, I do !" 
Flushed slightly with irritation the clergyman bowed 
again. 
"Whitey, leave the room." 
If the old negro wondered at what he had heard, he 
was dumbfounded five minutes later, when, standing 
by the garden gate, he saw the Rev. Carl Davidson 
stagger from the house like a drunken man and reel 
past him with quivering lips and streaming eyes. 
Half palsied with fear, Whitey crept to his master's 
room, and noiselessly opening the door peered in. 
It was high noon of a glorious December day —a day 
to die in. Fine, warm sunlight streamed down upon 
the packed snow in the streets and sifted softly through 
the curtains upon the bed where David Swift lay gasp-
ing. A crimson spot was on each cheek; his eyes 
flamed in his head; his white hair lay like a cap of 
ermine upon his forehead. Whitey understood the 
faintest signal of his master's eyes, and now he rushed 
to the bedside with a soothing stimulant for which the 
dying man blessed him with a look. Then he was tip-
toeing back to the door, but Swift called him to his side. 
" Whitey, have I ever done a kind thing for you—
have I ever said a kind word to you ?" 
" Oh, Boss, honey, doan' you—" 
"-Whitey,• have I ?" 
" Why, Boss, what you talkin"bout ? Suah you 
have." 
" What, for instance ?" 
Now, look hyar, honey, yer git dead sick, suah, 'deed 
yer will of yer —" 
" Whitey, don't lie. I've been a brutal master to 
you all your life. I've--" 
" Boss, honey!" 
" I've treated you like a dog; and you—you've act-
ually loved me for it—loved me ! My God, I believe 
you have. Have you, Whitey ?" 0, the eagerness of 
his fainting voice. 
" Mars Davie, Mars Davie!" His tears fell upon his 
master's pleading hands. 
" Dear old Whitey, lie to me. I'm dying, shall die 
to-night, and I want a loving hand in mine when I go. 
Why haven't you killed me. for my cruelty to you ? 
Dear old fellow—if I could only live to make you happy 
now!' 
" Mars Davie ! !" • 
Swift could not see that these repentant words of his 
were really the cruelest he ever uttered to the meek 
old slave. He had fallen on his knees and I-Airied his 
face in the coverlet, and was patting the knees of his 
master- with his bent and bony hands. 
" Listen, Whitey. You know how happy I once 
was. You remember the Christmas Eve I was mar-
ried ? You remember her ? You thought she went 
away, and was taken sick and died, didn't* you ? You 
never knew, of course, that—that—she stole away—
that my best friend went with her, Whitey; that she's 
alive to-day, that for years I've been slowly dying with 
hunger to see her—that I never.have—but when David-
son died I—I—paid. more than half the money I had 
into her bank, and she never knew who gave it; that 
the child that should have been mine—that was mine—
has been the beneficiary of my money—has been here 
to-day—to give me consolation—
and he had never heard of me—
had never heard of me. 0, God, 
my God!" 
" Doan', Mars Davie, doan' 
cry like that: you'll break my 
heart, 'deed you will." . 
" Had never heard my 
name, Whitey—my own boy, had 
never—" 
. 	 He was clasped now, 'sobbing 
like a child, in 'Whitey's. arms. 
The moon came up very late, 
bringing a brisk wind with it that 
flung the branches in the garden-
so wildly about that the old negro 
felt sure the dancing shadows on 
the coverlet and ceiling must 
worry his master. He made a 
move to draw the curtain, but 
Swift stopped him. 
"Let the demons play! Whitey," 
he murmured. " I love them." 
Later on a band of mummers 
thundered at the garden gate, and 
Whitey was sallying furiously 
forth to rout them when he was 
checked again, this time in a rat-
tling voice that chilled his blood. 
" Going, Whitey—I feel it—
don't leave me. Under my pillow 
are two envelopes, one for you, one for her. I've 
divided the rest between you. Dear old fellow, you 
loved me, at least. Whitey, what a brute I've been. 
Give me a Christmas gift. Say, 
	 forgive yott—that's 
the gift I sent to her through our son. Say it, Whitey." 
" Oh, Mars—." 
" For Jesus' sake, Whitey." 
" I—I—Mars Davie, I 
	 ." 
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" Whitey, I remember. I sold your wife away from 
you, and you did not kill me. Would you kill me 
now ?" 
" I fo'give you, Mars Davie, chile—foah God, I 
do !" 
David Swift closed his eyes to the dancing demons. 
He never spoke again. When Christmas dawned the 
old negro awoke-from a troubled sleep and stared at the 
dead body of his master. On the lips was the first 
smile he had seen there for many years. 
Now you may say for yourself what sort of a man 
Swift was. In the town where he died he was held to 
be a hard-fisted, heartless fellow, but a minister of the 
Gospel of Jesus Christ, and his mother, a remorseful 
woman, had carved upon a tombstone for all the world 
to read : 
HERE LIES THE BODY 
OF 
DAVID SWIFT. 
HE LIVED MORE SINNED 
AGAINST THAN 
SINNING, 
AND HE DIED IN 
PEACE. 
• 
A REFORM MOVEMENT. 
LANDLADY (to boarder who objects to his solitary gas jet being secured at half blaze)—
" Do you want the neighbors to think the house is afire ?" 
in', it makes 
me feel 
mighty blue, 
" M e to. 
'Member 
when I was 
Secretary of 
Home Fire 
and Life at 
$3,500 ? Did 
not see n.o 
slicker look-
in' feller 














" Cour s e 
you would, 
and there 
was me, Cashier of the Family Friend Savings So-
ciety, drawin' my little old WO a month. Got a drinkin' 
and thinkin' I was so all-fired smart, and monkeyn' 
with stock margins and blowin' in a little of the Bank's 
stuff, and first thing I knew I was kicked out and made 
a mighty narrow escape from breakin' into the peni-
tentiary. Hadn't been for that poor old dad of mine I'd 
been there now. Wasn't my fault, either. Whisky done 
it. 
" Course. Whisky done you up same as it did me 
and my father before n e " 
" My old man was a hard drinker, too. I don't 
know but there's s good deal in this inherited love of 
liquor idea. Maybe 'taint no more'n fair, after all,for the 
old man to have to pony up that shortage of mine ; 
though he didn't seem to look at it in that way. By 
George, my head feels tough !" 
" So does mine. Kind of a pressure on it and a dull, 
• 
stuffed-with-cotton feeling inside." 
" 	 hat's it, exactly. And a kind of a scared feeling 
'z if you was goin' to lose your mind." 
" Yes, me too." 
A long silence. 
" SaY, Jim !" 
• What." 
" I've been this way before—" 
" So've I." 
"—And I believe that the only thing tha t saved me 
from going crazy was a 2ouple or so o' stiff drinks of 
good whisky. I'd hate like thunder to take it, though. 
wouldn't you ?" 
" Yes, I would, but I believe myself it 'ud be the 
best thing we could do. Wonder if we could stand Old 
Shorty off for a few rounds. I don't owe him more'n 
five or ten dollars, and I'll bet I've spent a thousand 
dollars in his old rum hole if I've spent a cent." 
" Well, we might tackle him. I've blown myself 
there a heap, toO,and I'm owin' him mighty little, I'm a 
tellin' you—considerin'." 
" We'll go and see him, anyhow. But first let's 
understand this thing—no getting drunk, mind. Not 
more than three drinks—good-sized drinks." 
" Or mebbe, say four or five—case any of the boys 
are there. No use pinnin' ourselves down too tight." 
" Oh yes ; case any of the boys are there, mebbe six 
or seven." 
" But not to exceed eight or nine." 
" Or, s'pose we say at the very outside—ten." 
"All right, ten's a go." 
" Ten stiff ones and that'll settle it." 
"'That'll settle it. To-morrow we'll be feelin' better, 
and we'll let the cursed stuff alone. I'd take some of 
these bromides but they're so plagued hard on the 
stomach." 
" Well, let's hurry 'round." In cases like this Shorty 
can generally be prevailed upon, or the boys are numer-
ous enough, and the faint glimmer of the next day's 
dawn dimily reveals the prostrate forms of the ex-Secre-
tary and ex-Cashier with arms still linked and their 
blushing noses coyly concealed in the ash-pile of some 







Police Judge (to Park Policeman)—Why did you 
arrest this young couple ? 
Policeman—They came into the park late in the 
evening, sat down on a bench in the shadow of a tree, 
and then they two caressed. 
Judge—They took a rest, did they ? Well, what 
's a park bench for except to take a rest on ? Never 
take arrest on such grounds as that. Discharge the 
prisoners. 
TOO MUCH EN RAPPORT. 
4 4 
• 
I am very sorry, but I cannot employ you," said the 
owner of a dairy to a sturdy six-footer with a voice like 
blooming thunder, who had applied to him for a " job." 
" But," insisted the applicant, " I know all about the 
work—I'm an expert milker—" 
" Can't help it," interrupted the Dairyman, " your 
voice would curdle the milk." 
That settled it. 
EMPERATE 
reader, did you 
ever hear two 
dilapidated, o 1 d, 
drinking chums 
moralizing an d 
philosophizing o n 
the evils o f i n-
temperance, after 
a prolonged d e-
bauch which h a s 
left them miserably 
depressed and 
dead broke ? 
They wander away on a 
long tramp, or seat t h e m-
selves in some very se-
cluded spot, and after a 
rehearsal of all of the happen-
ings they canre call, of the spree just ended, will relapse 
into a dismal silence to 
be broken by a sigh and 
some such remark as 
" It won't do, old boy ; 
this sort of thing won't 
do." 
"No, it won't do. We 
are ruinin' our prospects 
and breaking down our 
constitution." 
" That's what's the 
matter," with a sorrow-
ful assenting nod, " the 
line's got to be drawn 
somewhere." 
" Yes, sir ; and the 
way to quit is to quit." 
"And we might just 
as well come to it first 
as last. This thing of 
trying to taper off is all 
nonsense." 
" Can't be did. No 
use talkin' ; my mind is 
made up. No more 
drinkin' for me—not a 
drop." 
" Nor for me." 
" I know that o n e 
good big snort of good 
liquor, right now, would 
do me a power of good. 
But would that satisfy 
me ? Course not. No, 
sir ; I wouldn't take one 
drink—not one drink—
for a thousand dollars." 
" Nor me neither—
not for ten thousand. 
I tell you when I think 
of the ,chances for 
making money and an 
honorable name that I 
have frittered away 
through this foolish and 
accursed habit of drink- 
HE HAD HAD ENOUGH WORLD'S FAIR. 
MYSTERIOUS STRANGER (carefully closing the sanctum door)—I have here an 
idea for the World's Fair in 1892 which 
EXHAUSTED NEW YORK EDITOR—But I've had all the World's Fair I want. 
Take the next train for Chicago ; they need you there. 
SHE DIDN'T WANT THE FIRE ENGINES CALLED OUT. 
------ • ------- 
Snort, Grant and Depew consult about the World's Fair. 
a SIFTINGS. 
BILL SNORT IN NEW YORK. • 
SY ALEX. E. SWEET. 
OL. SNORT in a new role 
—Wanamaker has a new 
business scheme — Mayor 
Grant persuades Snort to 
help boom the New York 
Fair Fund—Snort, Grant 
and Depew in consultation 
—Snort offers to shoot a 
rich dude to encourage the 
rest to subscribe—Social 
to write startling headlines about the deluge of money 
ridiculing Chicago—but the money rolls in like cold 
molasses." 
Depew—" The Press, Col. Snort, is useful in publish-
ing after-dinner speeches, but otherwise its mission for 
good is limited." 
Snort—" Mr. Mayor, if the New Yorkers refuse to 
subscribe, why not have the police bulldoze them ? 
They can do it in perfect safety, as no New York po-
liceman is ever punished, no matter how many homi-
cides he commits." 
Grant —" I know that, Col. Snort, but even a New 
York policeman can't club money out of a man who 
hasn't got anything. In New York, as elsewhere, the 
poorer classes are not wealthy." 
Snort—" Why not club the rich people, then ? " 
Grant—" Because this is a civilized community. 
You must not suppose you are down South .in Texas 
where one man is as good as another." 
Snort—" That's so. I forgot I was in a civilized 
community. Well, then the rich New Yorkers must be 
reached in some other way." 
Depew—" I think, gentlemen, if we get up a ban-
quet, and I were to make a little after-dinner speech, it 
might move them." 
Grant (sarcastically)—" Very likely, but it wouldn't 
bring in any money." 
Snort—" Why don't you urge the clergy to appeal 
to the Wealthy members of their congregations, and if 
they didn't subscribe, then tell them to go downwards—
where McGinty is ? " 
Grant—" How about old Bondclipper ?" 
Depew—" He is offering four millions for_ Prince 
Vermecelli for his eldest daughter. He has no money 
to waste on fairs." 
Grant—" Well, perhaps that rich widow Tongsly, on 
Madison avenue, will do something. She owns lots of 
real estate." 
Depew—" She is selling off her real estate to buy a 
second-hand English duke if she can. find one to suit 
her. She has no money for fairs." 
After I listened to this for some time I at last said, 
striking my fist on the table : 
" Gentlemen, neither of you can make this Fair a 
success. Now, let Bill Snort try his hand. Mr. Depew, 
give me letters of introduction to these rich Republican 
dudes of New York, and in twenty-four hours I'll have 
the money or show you how a New York dude looks 
inside. 
Depew—" Don't be rash, Col. Snort." 
Snort—" I'm going to make a little after-dinner 
speech to the rich dudes, and the first one that refuses 
to subscribe I'll shoot and carve him to encourage the 
rest to do better." 
Grant—" But, Col. Snort, there is a law against it.' " 
Snort—" What difference does that make, if I have a 
pull with Tammany Hall ? When a man has Tam-
many Hall behind him, there is no rascality he can not 
commit with impunity. Ain't that so, Mr. Mayor ? " 
Grant—" But even Tammany Hall ean't prevent 
you from being tried for murder." 
Snort—" Depew, here, will hire Howe & Hummel to 
defend me, and then the trial won't amount to much." 
• Grant—" But, Col. Snort, you must not shoot a rich 
dude in New York ?" 
Snort—" Why not, in the name of common sense?" 
Grant-- Because New York's only claim r - 
Chicago as a site for the World's Fair is our superior 
morality, and if you kill' a rich dude the coroner will 
take charge of the body." 
Snort—" Well, what of it ?" 
 
Grant—" What of it ! Why, don't Stott know when-
ever a rich man is killed, or drops dead from any cause 
in New York, he is found to be loaded with love-letters 
from married ladies belonging .to the first families. 
These letters are, published in the papers, and then 
there are social earthquakes and upheavals, etc. This 
sort of thing destroys New York's claim as a moral 
city." 	 - 	 - 
Depew—" And it causes innocent hearts to bleed. 
For heaverifs sake, Col. Snort, don't shoot a rich man 
in New York, but if you must, let me pick him out." 
Snort—" Gentlemen, there is no other way to raise 
money for public purposes in New York; but an idea 
strikes me. You two gentlemen wish to be popular in 
New York." 
Grant and Depew—" You bet." 
Snort—" Then the sooner you drop this Fair business 
the better. If you keep on trying to raise money for 
the Fair, some morning you will wake up and find 
yourselves inmates of the silent tomb. You. will be re-
garded by the New Yorkers as a public enemy. Thus 
far you have done so little for the Fair that nobody 
suspects you as yet, but if you keep on talking this way 
the cat will be out of the bag. I'll not give you away. 
If anybody accuses . you of trying to have the World's 
Fair you can prove an alibi by Bill Snort". 
This ended our conference. The truth is, Johnny, jay Gould is the only prominent New Yorker in favor 
oT the Fair, and he wants it located in St. Louis. 
Your friend, 
BILL SNORT. 
Scandal—Snort's letter in full to Johnny Fitzzletop. 
NEW YORK, Dec. 2. 
MY DEAR JOHNNY :—I am still here in New York 
helping Mayor Grant get up the World's Fair Guarantee 
Fund. I'll tell you how I came to be mixed up in the 
disgraceful affair. 
When I returned from Boston to New York Mayor 
Grant called at my hotel. He was black under the 
eyes, and looked like a boy who had just reveled in his 
first cigar. He has that Fair on his mind. 
" Col. Snort, how long are you going to stay in New 
York ?" asked Grant feverishly. 	 • 
" I am going on to Washington to-morrow, Mr. 
Mayor," I replied. 
" What have you got to. do there ? Anything of 
importance ?" 
" I should say so. In the first place Vice-President 
Morton. is laying in a stock of liquors• for his new bar. 
Congress will be in session, and Morton wants me to 
select ,the brands of whiskies to which the Texas 
members are most addicted. Whisky talks, you know. 
At least, it tells on some of us. Morton don't know 
what kind of barbed wire we Texans need on the inside 
to put us in a good humor." 
- Can't you get Col. Ochiltree ,to attend to this 
.Morton House bar business for you ?" 
" What ! Bill Snort lead an innocent youth astray ? 
No, I want to sample that nose-paint mySelf. When-
ever I see whisky my mouth waters. Besides, Post-
master-General Wan amaker wants  to see me on another 
matter of national, importance." 
" What is it, Col. Snort ?" 
" The Postmaster-General is going to issue a new 
style of hat, to be called the Bill Snort Chapeau. It 
will be in shape a sort of a compromise between the 
Blaine plug and the cocked hat into which Harrison 
was knocked at the last election." 
" So the Postmaster-General is going to issue a new 
hat ?" 
" Yes, it'is for the second and third class postmasters 
all over the country. Those postmasters who, in 
accordance with the civil service reform rules, have 
sent in the most orders to John Wanamaker's stores for 
ready-made clothing, will get one of these compli-
mentary Bill Snort hats for a New Year's present. 
Those who have not drummed up any business for 
Wanamaker will get bounced." 
" Some of them ought to get six months instead of a 
hat, but Snort, I want you to stay right here in New 
York and help me and Chauncey Depew boom up the 
Fair Fund. We need ten millions and we haven't got 
five yet." 
" What's our Chauncey after now ?" 
" He has got a Presidential bee as big as a prairie 
chicken in his bonnet. He sees Presidential turkey in 
sight in 1892. He has actually picked out his cabinet 
already, and got his inaugural under way. If the Fair 
is held in New York it will help us both. We need. 
your advice, Snort." 
" What's the Fair Committee doing ? 
" As far as I know, it hasn't got through 
yet doing nothing. It reminds me of the Keeley 
motor, which is the only other thing that can pour-
ing in. We have had cartoons in the comic papers 
work for months and do nothing. They could get into 
a dime museum as ossified men." 
Although the welfare of the nation depended on my 
getting to Washington right off, I finally consented to 
remain over in New York one day and hold a con-
ference with Grant and Depew. 
We met in the Governor's room in the City Hall. 
After Depew had made his little usual after-dinner 
speech, I remarked : 
'• Have you utilized the Press, Mr. Mayor ? Have 
Chicago and St. Louis been properly blackguarded ?" 
Grant—" I should say so, Col. Snort. I have hired. 
several of the most expert newspaper liars in the city 
Snort's plan for Raising the Money. 
Grant—" It would be of no use. The rich people 
don't go to church rri',.:ch. Besides, the clergy need for 
themselves all the money they can gouge out of their 
flocks." 
Depew—" Perhaps if I could get into the pulpit, my-
self, and make a little after-dinner speech, they would 
contribute more liberally ? " 
Grant—" Yes, Chauncey, for you to stop, perhaps. 
Better keep those speeches until after you have been 
nominated. Never unmask your battery, Chauncey, 
before your guns are loaded." 
Snort—" It seems to me, Mr. Mayor, that you are at 
the end of your row. Mr. Depew , 
suppose you issue railroad passes 
to all the rich people who will sub-
scribe to the fund. It will make 
you popular in 1892." 
Depew—'• They have already 
got passes." 
Snort—" You have a great many 
-wealthy friends in New York. You 
are a silver-tongued orator, etc., etc. 
Why not apply to them personally. 
It will help you in 1892." 
Grant — " That's a splendid 
idea, Depew. Suppose you make a 
little after-dinner speech to Dudely 
Canesucker, the Fifth avenue mil-
lionaire ? " 
Depew—" I did. He is in favor 
of the Fair being held in London." 
Grant—Perhaps Knickerbocker 
Vanchump will do something ? " 
Depew—" He says he has spent 
so much money for thoroughbred 
English cattle that he can't afford it. 
44 
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CHRISTMAS PARLOR MAGIC. 
YOUNG MR. GRIGSBY (to elderly lady in the foreground)—Mr. Snooks performs those tricks very well for an amateur. I didn't know he was a prestidigitator. 
ELLERLY LADY—Prestidigitator, is he ? Strange, how our young men take up some other religion than that of their family. His father was an Old School Pres- 
byterian. 
WINTRY FASHION NOTES. GENIUS AND LABOR. season. They are only lum to turn after nightfall and 
come in all grades of trouserings. As the thermometer 
drops toward zero, some pretty effects are produced by 
sifting frozen moonlight through the tangled breath of 







A celebrated American statesman once said to an 
intimate friend: "Men give me some credit for genius. 
All the genius I have lies just in this : When I have 
a subject in hand I study it profoundly. Day and 
night it is before me; I explore it in all its bearings. 
My mind becomes pervaded with it. Then the effort 
which I make is what people are pleased to call the 
fruit of genius. It is the fruit of labor and thought." 
Daniel Webster once said: "If there be such a 
weight in my words as you represent, it is because I 
do not allow myself to speak on any subject until I 
have imbued my mind with it." The law of labor is 
equally binding on genius and mediocrity. 
feels the income tacks worst when he sits 
them. 
A man 




SARCASM IN A NAME. 
Shakspeare asks what's in a name ? Occasionally, 
if it be a Russian or Polish name, about half the alpha-
bet is in it. In this connection a gentleman with a 
peculiar name has turned up in New York. It is 
Joseph Suesskind, the banker who has hid the money 
deposited with by him poor confiding Jews and Poles, 
so that nobody but himself can find it. The translation 
of Suesskind is literally, sweet child. 
AT HIS OWN SHADOW. 
A 54-‘. 11" T 
A man aroused his wife from a sound sleep, the 
other night. saying that he had seen a ghost in the 
shape of a donkey. 
"Oh! let me sleep," the irate dame rejoined, "and 
don't be frightened at your own shadow." 
The speaker's mallet is the latest thing in raps. 
Woolen socks now swathe masculine wootsies. 
Last year's overcoats are ong raggle for this year's 
tramps. 
John L. Sullivan keeps in stock a large assortment 
of warm raps for the winter season. 
.As the holiday season approaches, 
tioners grow cheerful in anticipation 
Christmas trade—and colic will soon 
latest thing in kids. 
It is not swell to wear a boil on the 
a swell reception. 
The embroidered motto, "Give and take," 
makes a very pretty decoration for fashionable 
sandbags. 
New Year's calls should not be cut too high 
in the neck. It is no longer considered high-
toned to coil up the slack of your breath and let 
it rest on the mantle-piece while passing the 
compliments of the season. 
To pun on the name of a person to whom 
you have just been introduced is notgesundheit. 
If you seem anxious to paralyze him, it is 
quite as rechershay and far more business-like 
to use a bung-starter, such as you can readily 
borrow from any obliging barkeep. 
Some would-be gentlemen strive to smother 
an anguis in herby breath beneath the why 
de clove between acts. This is not as it had 
ought to be, and, besides, it is taking a mean 
advantage of the clove. The best plan is to 
leave your breath with the barkeeper for safe-
keeping until the show is over. 
Anxious Inquirer wants to know what 
would be an appropriate costume for a dairy-
men's masquerade ball. A pail-green doublet 
and high-water pumps, with hose to match, 
would about fill the bill—that is to say, if it 
happens to be a milk bill. 
Lamp-post decorations are the same as last 
neck at 
THE SORROWS OF CHILDHOOD. 
HOW HE GOT IT. 
GABBY—How did you get that dreadful cold ? 
SNUFFI,ETON—Id the datural way, stoopid ! S'pose I 
advertised for plads ad spedifigatiods ? 
Johnny—What makes you look so tired ? 
Tommy—My step-mother is sick and now I'll get 
licked before every meal. The doctor says she must 
take exercise on an empty stomach. 
Joe Pelton's Heavy Tramp through the Wilderness. 
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indeed was so stirred that he offered to go, too, but 
Joe declined. 
" If I kin git through at all," he said, " I kin do it 
alone, an' there's no use o' more than one takin' the 
risk. I'll turn in now, an' git a good sleep an' take an 
early start." 
So he went to bed, and the other men made as light 
a sled as they could fashion. It was about the pattern 
of a toboggan, for runners would have been useless on 
unbroken snow. Then they made as light a pack as 
possible of provisions and some few little necessaries, 
and in the morning the sick man was carefully rolled in 
blankets and laid as comfortably as possible on the 
sled. 
Joe started at daybreak, and John Williams insisted 
on going a part of the way with him, to lighten the 
work in some degree. As they started every man in 
the camp gripped the hand of the stalwart youngster in 
what each one thought was a last farewell. Perhaps 
Joe thought so, too, but his face showed by the hard 
way it was set that he did not intend to fail if human 
strength could carry him through. 
About noon Williams returned to camp alone, and 
almost broken down with fatigue. " I dragged the 
sled nigh five miles," he said, " an' I knew I couldn't 
git back at all if I didn't turn then. So I turned. I 
tried to git Joe ter come back, too, f'r I don't believe 
he'll ever git through alive, though he was fresh enough 
when I left him. But Joe's good grit. He o'ny clinched 
his teeth, 'n' said he was goin' ter make the best stag-
ger he could towards gittin' than Ef anybody kin, he 
kin, but I reckon we've seen the last o' both of 'em." 
As it turned out, they had not, for Joe got through 
all right, though he confessed• afterwards that he had 
not really expected to when he started. The beliel, 
though, that their two comrades were perishing iri the 
snow made Christmas a gloomy day in that camp. ' 
Joe used to tell the story of the desperate tramp 
occasionally afterwards, though it was not easy to per-
suade him to do it. I think, indeed, that he never fully 
got over the horror of his experience. 
" You know th' ole man was wanderin' a 'bit before 
we started," he used to say, " an' the greatest fear I 
had about the trip was that he'd go clean crazy out thar 
in th' woods, fur it seemed ter me 's if I'd go crazy, too, 
of he did.. Ez 'twas, I sometimes think I kinder lost 
my wits fur a spell. 'Twas powerful hard work 
ploughin' along over the snow„specially where they was 
drifts, 'n' I reckon I must et lost more 'n' five or six 
mile goin' round the biggest on em. Luckily, though, 
there wasn't many on 'em, an' the most o' the way 
twasn't so bad. Of course I had snow-shoes on, but I 
never was very handy- with the blame things, an' the 
snow warn't packed hard enough to make the walkin' 
real comfortable. 
" A'ter Williams left me, I begun to feel, right away, 
one thing I'd dreaded mighty bad, 'n' that was the aw-
ful loneliness o' th' woods. Ye don't know how skeery 
the big woods is till ye've been in 'em like I was, durned 
uncertain whether yer ever goin' to git anywhere. The 
wind was a sighin' through the big trees like it always 
does when they is any wind at all, an' it sounded so 
kind o' mournful that it put all sorts o' foolish notions 
into my head. 'Peared 
like the very trees 
was sorry for me, an' 
that begin to make 
me feel sorry for my-
self, an'. sometimes 
I'd almost break down 
an' cry. 
I was always 
kind o' handy about 
reckonin' distances in 
the woods, an' I found 
I was makin' just 
about two mile an 
hour. I could ha' 
pushed on some 
faster, but I knowed 
if I did I'd on'y tire 
myself more, an' I 
didn't dast to do that. 
I had plenty o' time 
to figger on the jour-
ney, an' the nighest I 
could get to it was, 
that if I could hold 
out, I might git some-
where near town the 
second night. I know-
ed I couldn't git out 
o' the woods in one 
day's goin', an' they 
was no use tryin' to 
BY DAVID A. CURTIS. 
EW men live among the youngest men in camp, being only twenty-one, but 
more dreary sur- he was almost a giant then, though as it proved after-
roundings than the ward, he had not come to his growth. Everybody in 
loggers who go every camp knew.that Joe was very much in love with David-
fall into the great son's pretty daughter, May, and also that he had a very 
Northern pine forests, slender chance of winning her, for he was rather a 
there to fell the giant reckleSs youngster and the elder man was suspicious of 
trees that are to be him. There wasn't 'anything really bad about Joe, but 
floated down on • the he hadn't settled down yet. 
	
spring freshets to the 	 " Don't you reckon he'd Ought to be .taken to Min- 
	
lumber mills. 	 For' 	 neapolis ?" said Joe. 
. 	 four or 'five months 	 " Yes," said Andrews, " but I don't believe he can 
or longer every year they are cut off from all civiliza- get there in time. There's three foot o' snow on the 
tion, barring the scanty store of it that they take with trail now, and there ain't a team in camp that wouldn't 
them. That is exceedingly small, for freight of all break down on the road." 
kinds has to be hauled up to camp at considerable ex- • " Well," said Joe, very slowly, " if you fellers '11 
pense, and civilization is one of the things they can make me a light sled to-night,.I'll pull him down. it's 
quite easily do without. 
	
only a little over fifty miles, an' I reckon I kin make it 
• A week in one of the camps is pleasanter and better in two days." 
	
than a month. The soft, almost impassable barriers of 	 " I dunno," said Andrews, doubtfully. " I reckon 
snow, six, eight, or ten feet deep that surround it on all it's likely you c'd git through if anybody could, but yer 
sides are picturesque;. the moaning and soughing of the . mighty likely ter break down, an' if yer do it's all day 
winter wind through the branches of the big pines are with yer." 
	
musical; the aroma of the pines is pungent and pleasant; 	 " I know it," replied Joe, coolly, " but I'll risk it. If 
but when these delights have grown monotonous and I git him home he may have a chance, an'.if I don't he 
one has to 'fall back on " old sledge," played with a won't be no worse off 'n he is now." 
	
worn, greasy pack, the thing palls on a cultiivated taste. 	 " Yes, but you will," said one of the other men. 
	
Still, the trees have to be chopped down, so some- 	 " I'll take my chances," said Joe again, and they all 
body goes there—a lot of somebodies, in fact, winter saw that he was in earnest. The cool bravery of 'the 
after winter to work. In one of Aleck Forman's camps, man did not surprise them, especially as they knew just 
in Northern Minnesota, accordingly, were located in the what was passing in his mind about May Davidson, but 
winter of 18—, some forty of .the rough giants who there was not a man among them who did not feel a 
make .up these little communities. They had settled thrill of admiration. One of the men, John Williams, 
for the season in the usual fashion, building their rude 
cabins and arranging their few conveniences as well as 
possible, and were looking forward with the lack of in-
terest natural under the circumstances, to a lonely 
Christmas, when the monotony of camp-life was broken. 
It is seldom broken except in one way, and this was 
in accordance with the rule. An accident happened. 
It very rarely happens that a skillful lumberman gets 
caught under a falling tree, but in some mysterious 
way John Davidson, the oldest and most experienced 
man in the " gang," managed to slip and fall partly 
under a falling trunk. If he had been squarely under 
it he would have been crushed to death instantly. As 
it was he was picked up senseless. The foreman, 
Charlie Andrews, was somewhat skilled in treating or-
dinary bruises and fractures, and he examined David-
son carefully, expecting to find several of his bones 
broken, but none of them were, and the men thought 
their comrade would soon recover. He lay, however, 
in' a sort of stupor for three days, and all the meri in 
camp grew thoroughly alarmed. It looked as it' Christ-
mas was likely to be a sad day indeed. 
At length, one evening when Andrews had finisred 
as careful an examination of the unfortunate man as he 
knew how to make, and had been able to get some few 
replies to his questions, he said to the others, " I'm 
afraid it's no use. I dunno what I kin do fur him. 
He's hurt inside somewheres an' he seems to be failin' 
rapid. I reckon he's goin' ter cash in." 
There was silence in the little group for a few mo-
ments, and then Joe Pelton spoke up. Joe_ was one of 









travel at night among 
the trees. 	 More 'n that, 
I knowed if I wi4s goin' 
to be good for anythin' 
at all the second day I'd 
got to git a sleep, an' a 
powerful big one, after 
the first day. 	 So, the 
days bein' short, I reck- 
oned on 	 about twenty 
mile the first day; 	 then 
sleep till daybreak, an 
then the best I could do 
towards the other thirty 
mile. 	 I knowed I'd be 
in the 	 open when 	 the 
• second night came on, 
an' if I had luck I might 
strike a trail, an' mebbe 
git help somewhar. 	 It 
w a s 	 close 	 figgerin', 
though, an' I made up 
my mind the one sleep 
'ud be all I'd git, an' the 
second day I'd have to 
go till 	 I dropped, 	 if 	 it 
took me way inter the 
night. 	 I could steer by 
the 	 stars 	 I 	 knew, 	 if 	 I 
once got away f'om the 
trees. 
	
"'Long 	 towards 
night, I'm darned if the 
ole man didn't git plumb 
crazy. 	 He hollered an' 
- riled an' struggled so 
to git off'n 	 the sled 't I 
was 	 afraid 	 he'd 	 break 
the 	 fast'nin's, but 	 An- 
drews had tied him pret- 
ty 	 close, 	 an' 	 he 	 didn't 
have sense enough to try 
to 	 untie 	 the 	 knots. 	 I 
had 	 to 	 tie 	 his 	 arms, 
says, speakin' sharp an' loud, but not hollerin', 
	 Joe, 
hear the Christmas chimes!' 
" First, I thought he was ravin' again' but it started 
me up an' I listened, an' sure enough, the church bells, 
was a ringin'. 
	 Boys, I never knowed afore what church 
bells mean. 
	 Talk about 
	 Good tidings of great joy, 





	 Eve, an'• I 	 hadn't 
never thought of it all day. 
	 Thar I was, within hearin' 
o' the bells, an' givin' out, an' I made up my mind I'd 
make another stagger, 'n' I struggled up again. 
" Twan't no use, though. I'd got plumb to the end o' 
the run. 
	 I ploughed along a bit, but as 1 knowed a'ter- 
wards I must ha' gone clean off my head, fur I left the 
trail an' wandered off somewhere, the Lord on'y knows 
where, but He must ha' been lookin' out fur us, fur I 
kinder wandered 'round, like, till I come back ter the 
trail agin, an' as luck would have it, I come back ter 
the top of a bluff, an' stumblin ahead, knowin nothin', 
went plumb over, draggin' the sled along with me. 
" Wall, we tumbled square inter the roadway. 
	 Ef 
it hadn't been for the snow we'd both ha' been killed, 
likely, fur we fell nigh fifty feet. 
	 As 'twas I couldn't 
git up, fur I was dead beat, an' the ole man couldn't 
'cause I hadn't untied him. 
	 I was skeerd to do it. 
	 But 
he wasn't hurt, an' he lay on one side, expectin' to lay 
there an' die, when he heerd sleigh-bells. 
	 Blamed if a 
feller didn't come drivmn' along with a fust-rate horse. 
Seems he lived out on the perara* an' was goin' h)me 
f'm town, but he was a good-hearted feller, an' when he 
found out what the situation was he turned right away, 
an' took us into town flyin'. 
	 The ole man had sense 
enough left 
	 to tell him about it an' to tell who we 
was. 
" The feller drove right to the ole man's house, 'n' 
we found they was Navin' a little Christmas party there, 
an' nat'ral enough they was talkin' about the ole man 
when we come to the door. 
	 The feller what brought us 
in, he was a trump an' no mistake. 
	 He told 'em the 
story, fur I'd told him as much as I could before I went 
to sleep in the sleigh. 
	 I was that tired I never woke 
up till the next afternoon, an' there I was in bed in the 
ole man's house, with the doctor lookin' at me. 
'4 He laughed when I looked 'round an' asked where 
tik,\\NN 	 po 4 
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A Perilous Fall. 
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I was, an' be says, ' I thought you'd be all right. soon 
as you'd had your sleep out.' An' I says ' Yes, I'm all 
right; but how's the ole man ?' Then he looked mighty 
grave, an' he says, • I can't tell yet. 
	 He's been hurt 
mighty bad. but, I reckon maybe with good nussin' he'll 
come 'round mebbe. lie would ha' died, though, of he 
hadn't been brought home.' Then he shook hands 
with me an' said all sorts o' foolish things 'bout me 
bein' a hero, 'stead o' what I am, a big man with tola-
ble strong legs an' arms. But Lord bless you! what he 
said was nothin' to the way the women took on, when 
I dressed an' went down stairs. They hugged me, an' 
kissed me till I was fairly 'shamed o' myself, an' the ole 
woman says: ' Joe Pelton, you brought me my husband 
for a Christmas gift, and I'll give you a wife fur yourn.' 
Then I knowed it were all settled, 'cause I knowed the 
ole man wouldn't never go back on what she said. An' 
he didn't, neither, when he got stronger, as he did aler 
a bit. He won't never be strong, like he was; but he's 
tolable well now, an' likely to live a good many years. 
" Well, them women made me talk all the afternoon 
'bout the walk down I'm camp, an' when they wanted 
to know how I'd hurt my finger, an' I told 'em, I'm 
blamed if they didn't cry till I felt like a fool. 
" That's all there is to the story. Course I'm pow-
erful glad I did what I did, but I don't never want to 
go through such a thing again. Ye see I couldn't never 
get no such pay 's I did that time. The ole man an' 
the ole woman don't never seem to get tired (loin' things 
for me, and my wife is all the time talkin' about it. I 
dunno 's she'll ever git through." 
1 






though, an' I tell ye 'twas 
somethin' awful. Thar 
I was, miles an' miles 
avian f'm anybody but a crazy man, riskin' my life to 
save his, an' skeered to death for fear I'd be as crazy as 
he was in a few minutes, a tyin' him up to keep him 
f'm gettin' away. 	 I got him fast, though, an' give 
him a dose o' laudanum that Andrews had give me for 
him, an' after a little he calmed down an' went to 
sleep. 
" I went along till 'twas too dark to see the way any 
further, an' I knowed I'd got to camp out. They was a 
good many wolves 'round, too, 'n' I heerd 'em gitt.in' 
closter and closter. 	 warn't afeerd of 'em 's long's I 
was awake, fur I knowed how pesky cowardly the crit-
ters are, till they ketch a feller down, but I was skeerd 
for fear they'd jump on us a'ter we'd gone to sleep. So 
I built up a rousin' good fire. That took time, but I 
made it o' brush an' chopped up a young tree 't I found, 
for logs, an' in about two hours I was ready to turn in. 
Then I stripped an' rubbed myself 's well 's I could 
with whisky and dressed an' wrapped up well, 'n lay 
*Arm Course I'd had plenty to eat. The boys 'd 
laken care o' that. I couldn't git th' ole man to eat 
Lt. thin', though, f'm the time we started. 
Well, 1 slept tolable sound till nigh daybreak, 
though I had to git up a couple o' times 'n' feed the 
fire. Them blame wolves was too close to be comrta-
ble. I c'd see 'cm in the dark, smellin' and yelpin' 
'round, but they was more afeerd o' the fire 'n I was 0' 
them. 
" Soon as 'twas light I got up 'n' het some coffee an' 
took a bite, 'n' started. I was goin' by the compass, o' 
course, but I couldn't go in the dark, fur not seen' the 
way. Talk about ghosts! An' talk about gittin' 
skeerd of 'em. I seen an' heerd more'n a million of 'em 
'fore the sun rose, an' I had all I could do to keep f'm 
yellitf an' hootin' the way the old man did the first day. 
Ye may think I talk too much 'bout the way I felt, an' 
mebbe another man wouldn't ha' been skeerd like I 
was, but I was almost frightened to death for those two 
days. I knowed, though, 't the on'y thing to do was to 
push ahead, n' I did. The ole man had woke up, an 
it seemed to me like he was a little more sensible 'n he 
was the day before, but he lay quiet. 'n' I didn't dare to 
say nothin' to him fer fear 't he'd start in yellin' again. 
" He didn't though, 'n' then I got skeered again fur 
fear he was dead. Everything frightened me, but I 
pushed ahead, 'n' I don't think I stopped fifteen min-
utes all day. The fust thing 't give me any courage 
whatsomever, was about dark when I struck a trail 't I 
knew must lead to Minneapolis. I reckoned I had nigh 
twelve mile more to go, but the goin' was a heap easier, 
na' I had some hope o' meetin' somebody or comin' to a 
house where I could git a horse. That cheered me up a 
heap, an' somehow I had no more fear tiler that. 
" As it turned out I was plumb wrong all round. I 
was on the right trail, to be sure, but I was more'n six-
teen mile away f'm town. I reckon I'd traveled over 
forty mile, but I'd lost more'n I thought then, by not 
goin' dead straight. Then, 'stead o' ham' less to fear, 
I'd a heap more. I traveled along pretty well for an 
hour or two a'ter dark, 'n' then I got so dog tired I took 
a big snifter o' whisky. I hadn't took any afore, fur I 
was afeerd o' the stuff, never bein' used to it, an' 
knowin 'twould help me awhile an' then leave me worse 
off. But 1 reckoned I was so near gone, an' so close to 
where I'd git help. Was time to take it. Thar I was 
wrong again. The dumed liquor spurred me up for 
mebbe an hour, an' then I kind o' lost track o' the time 
an' didn't seem to know much about anything, an' 
bimeby I Ueched myself thinkin' it didn't make much 
difference anyhow. I'd got ter die some time, an' I 
might as well lie down and he quick about it, an' as fur 
the tile man, thar wasn't much show fur him anyhow. 
I dunno how it was 't I ketched myself up again, 
but I knowed enough to know 'twas the cold an' me 
bon' so tired that done it, 'n' I says to myself, J.K. 
you've got to git that lust, 'n' then's time enough to 
die.' I studied on it fur a minute or two, and come to 
the conclusion 't I'd got to hurt myself somehow, so's 
the pain would keep me awake, 'n' I caught 
my little finger nail in my teeth 'n' bit it off. 
Well, I had plenty o' pain then, am: I 
jumped ahead like a tired ox when you gad 
him deep. 
"'That lasted me for mebbe half an 
hour, but I couldn't tell nothin' about the 
time. I'd lost track o' that entirely, Then 
the cold began to numb me again. "rwas 
a frightful cold night, an' I (limn° how 
'twas the ole man kep' f'm freetin to death. 
" Finally, I staggered 'n' fell, n' just as 
I did, 'n' thought to myself 't 1 wouldn't 
bother to git up fur 'twan't wuth while, the 
ole man spoke up. I don't think he'd said 
anything afore, all day loug. ' Joe,' he 
GEMS FROM THE POETS. 
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" Thou hast no faults, or I no faults can spy, 
Thou art all beauty, or all blindness I." 
—Pope (to a Christmas turkey, perhaps). 
WHAT SANTA CLAUS DID FOR JIMMIE BAXTER. 
and her hands trembled visibly. She muttered 
something to herself, but it was too low for even Jim's 
sharp ears to catch. 
" What aunt of yours threw the book in the fire ?" 
she suddenly asked. 
"Aunt Matilda—father's sister," answered Jimmie. 
" She drinks, and-she's a bad lot altogether. She used 
to spank me when I wasn't able to crawl, 'cos I didn't 
go beg in the streets for money for her to get gin with.',  
" She did, eh," exclaimed the old lady hotly, " then 
Matilda Baxter "11 hear of this as sure as my name's 
Aint you hungry, little boy ? there's the beefsteaks, so 
let's start in on them !" 
Although Jimmie ate heartily and silently, he could 
not help wondering at the strange lady's manner, for she 
rarely, if ever, took her eyes off him and made but a 
poor pretense of eating at all. 
Meanwhile Jimmie's new found friend had persuaded 
one of the waiters to go purchase her another umbrella, 
and when the repast was over the queerly assorted pair 
went out in quest of a boy's clothing store. In less than 
an hour Jimmie was transformed from a shoeblack into 
a fashionably dressed little gentleman. Then she took 
him to the Astor House, where in the morning Jimmie 
found the following note on the bureau in his room : 
" I am your Aunt Jane from Boston, and have gone 
to give your other aunt a bit of my mind.. There's 
money in _your pockets—get your breakfast and wait 
for me. You'll go to Boston with me to-morrow." 
Jimmie rubbed his eyes and pinched his arm to make 
sure that he was awake. He had never heard of Aunt 
Jane of Boston, but was perfectly willing to have one 
according to the sample he had seen. 
In a short time the aunt returned glowing and puff-
ing with excitement. She kissed Jimmie and said he 
looked handsome, which he certainly did. Then flie/  
explained that she was, his mother's .eldest sister; and 
was abroad at the time (If the death of his parents. She 
had been givento understand that he was dead. also, 
and had simply discovered his existence by accident.-
As she was a widow and childless, she wished Jimmie 
to go with her and share her comfortable home- in Bos-
ton. Her present visit to New York had been to adjust 
some financial business connected with her deceased 
husband's property, and she had enough to keep them 
in luxury forever. 
Jimmie took no time to deliberate, but settled the 
matter right there. Between a drunken aunt, rags and 
poverty, and the kind old lady and comfort there was 
but one choice for him, and.to day as he sits in his own 
cozy law office, in which his aunt's wealth and influence 
placed him, he does not regret the ill-humored wind 
that blew the old lady's umbrella against him, and 
sent him sprawling in the mud. 
J. S. G. 
A LEADING QUESTION. 
Lady of the House—Bridget, what became of all 
the cold meat that was left over from dinner ? 
Bridget—Sure, mum, the perlaceman ate it. And 
did yer niver love anybody yerself ? 
4 4 
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TOO MUCH GARNISHMENT FOR HIM. 
MRS. STARVELY—I can't see why you're not able to furnish your 
rooms as well as the Borrowits do. They'Ve got a parlor-set covered 
with silk and plush. 
MR. STARVELY—Well, I'll bet it's covered with a chattel mortgage, 
also ! 
This was the last straw to the 
exasperated lady, and lacking the 
proper means of chastisement by 
the loss of her umbrella, she 
swung, round her hand-bag and 
made a vicious blow at Jimmie, 
accompanying the movement 
with words much more forcible 
than elegant. Jimmie dodged 
the bag easily enough, but either 
the force of the blow or the force 
of the wind, or both, made the 
reticule fly open, and out came a 
shower of papers, deeds, •and 
crisp new bills. 
" Oh, little boy, dear little 
boy !" exclaimed the old lady, in 
genuine distress," please help me 
pick up the papers, and I'll give 
you a dollar—two dollars—five 
Sollars—ten dollars—only please 
help me, won't you ?" 
Jimmie's natural anger at the 
cross-grained woman had given 
way to his generous impulses the 
moment he noticed the accident. 
There was nobody else in t h e 
vicinity, an d the papers were 
blowing in all directions, but the 
nimble shoeblack had soon col-
lected them all, and a dirty, wet 
and miserable heap they 
looked. 
" Come into the post-office, ma'am," said Jimmie, 
" and I'll wipe all the mud off of 'em for you." 
The lady, who was much more alarmed than angry 
now, _accompanied Jim into the post-office, where, after 
ten minutes rubbing with his ragged handkerchief, he 
managed .to get the thick of the, dirt off the papers. 
There were several documents with heayy red seals, 
some letters, and $2,000 in bills of large denominations. 
The sight of the latter made poor Jim's eyes water, but he 
scrupulously handed everything back to his companion. 
" Where do "youlive, boy ?" asked the old lady, sud-
denly. 
" I don't live nowheres," replied Jim, with more 
*emphasis than grammar. • " Leastwise I aint got no 
regular home. I'm an orphan, ma'am !" 
- But where do you get your meals ?" she continued. 
" Well I aint so pertikler where I gets 'em, as when 
an' how I gets 'em," responded Jim, truthfully. " I 
aint had nuthin' to eat since breakfast, an' I'm wet 
through." 
" Well just come with me, and we'll soon remedy 
that," said the old lady, with a suspicious glisten in her 
eyes, and Jim followed her through to the south end of 
the building and thence to a Fulton street restaurant. 
When they had taken their seats opposite each other, 
and had ordered what appeared to Jim to be a sumptu-
ous banquet, the shoeblack had to admit to himself that 
she wasn't such an ill-looking old lady after all. Her 
round, ruddy face beamed upon him so benevolently 
that he felt great compunction for having been rude to 
her. And with Jimmie to feel 
was to speak. 
" You'll excuse me for being so 
sassy just now, marm," he began, 
his clear, honest eyes looking full 
into hers, " but I felt so cold and 
hungry and miserable when your 
umbrella knocked me over, that it 
made me kinder savage, an' I 
didn't know wot I said." 
The lady smiled placidly and 
nodded her head, but...said nothing 
in reply. Presently, however, she 
asked, " What is your name, boy ?" 
" James Baxter," replied the 
shoeblack, "but I'm always 
called Jimmie around here." 
" Baxter — James Baxter," re-
peated the old lady, with her keen 
eyes fixed upon him. " You said 
you were an orphan ; do you re-
member your mother's name—her 
name before she was married ?" 
" Yes," said Jimmie promptly, 
" I saw it written in a prayer book 
wot my aunt threw in the fire the 
other day." 
What was it ?" 
Lucy Sanford." 
The old lady's eyes glistened 
A miserable, wet and windy Christmas Eve. The 
rain driving sheets and the wind ruthlessly blow-
ing umbrellas inside out and making pedestrians 
feel anything but firm on their legs. The street cars 
were all crowded with dripping humanity in very un-
amiable moods, and still less amiable were thoSe in-
dividuals who, from business necessity, had to walk. 
The gutters ran like rivers, the wind shrieked through 
the bare branches of the trees in City Hall Park, and the 
sine qua non of that locality, the newsboy, was silent 
and invisible. 
Behind one of the pillars 9f the City Hall portico 
little Jimmie Baxter stood with shivering limbs and 
chattering teeth. He was of the shoe black persuasion, 
and as it had been raining persistently all day, his 
business profits were represented by a cipher. Jimmie 
was an orphan of the tender age of eight, tall for his 
age, with a bright, open countenance that bespoke a 
fearless honesty and a determination to succeed if suc-; 
cess could be attained. His parents having both died 
while he was a mere baby, he had been handed over to 
the tender mercies of .a drunken aunt, whose treatment 
of Jimmie was always proportioned to the amount of 
Money he brought her in. For even from the day he 
could first walk she had compelled him to go out on the 
streets and beg, or earn, a living. And from that day's 
financial returns Jimmie deemed it inadvisable for him 
to go home. 
" Just my luck !" he exclaimed, his teeth chattering 
at every word. " Christmas Eve, too, and I aint got 
but a nickel left to get su'thing to eat wid, and nowheres 
to sleep. Guess I'll run over to the post-office an' try to 
get warm agin one of the heaters. Lord, how the wind 
blows !" 
Jimmie buttoned his little coat tight up to his chin, 
pressed his cap down on his head, and made a run for 
the Park Row entrance to the post-office. He suc-
ceeded in getting across the plaza and through the Park 
without incident, but just as he was crossing Mail street, 
a vagrant umbrella came tearing along from Broadway, 
and knocked the legs from under Jimmie, throwing 
him on his back, while it continued its way over to-
wards the Tribune Building. 
The shoeblack picked himself up ruefully, for he had 
fallen into a pool of water and his clothes were wet 
through, but before he could continue his journey a 
huge female form loomed up beside him and a strong 
voice exclaimed breathlessly : 
" You little rascal, why didn't you stop it ?" 
" Stop which ?" inquired Jimmie, sarcastically, " the 
umbrella or the wind ?" 
" The umbrella, you mischievous little imp !" ex-
claimed the old lady, excitedly. " I've a good mind to 
have you arrested for not recovering my property !" 
" Wot's de matter wid me suing yer fer damages 
meself ?" returned Jimmie, scornfully. " I've ruined 
my new Christmas suit all through yer blamed um-
brella ! Yer ought to be charged wid losing control 
of your property, and allowing it to roam at large !" 
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• When it comes to making themselves appear ridicu-
lous, not to say contemptuous, the New York Board of 
Aldermen defy competition. Not long since they re-
duced to starvation those unfortunate persons who are 
obliged to grind an organ for a living. The action of 
the Board excited such a storm of ridicule and indigna-
tion that ostensibly they revoked the ordinance, but as 
a matter of fact it is still in force. 
The number of organ grinders wbo are obliged to 
take out a license is limited to 30o, but they are not 
allowed under a severe -penalty to " solicit or ask alms 
directly or indirectly." 
Under the circumstances the license to play on the 
organ is about as gracious and condescending .as 
that of the fond mother who imparted full permission 
to her daughter to bathe ad libitum that provided 





The old and pleasant custom of decking our houses 
and churches at Christmas with evergreens is derived 
from ancient heathen practices. Where Druidism had 
existed the houses were decked with eyergreens in 
December that the sylvan spirits might repair to them 
and remain unnipped with frost and cold winds until a 
milder season had renewed the foliage of their darling 
abodes. The cutting of the mistletoe was a ceremony 
of great solemnity with our ancient ancestors. The 
people went in procession. The bards walked first, 
singing canticles and hymns ; a herald preceded three 
Druids with implements for the purpose. Then fol-
lowed the prince of the Druids accompanied by all the 
people. He mounted the oak and cutting the mistletoe 
with a golden sickle, presented it to the other Druids, 
who received it with great respect, and on the first day 
of the year distributed it among the people as a sacred 
and holy plant, crying : " The mistletoe for the new 
year ! " 
Because it was used in the pagan rites of the Druids, 
the mistletoe has never been used in the decoration of 
Christian churches, and it therefore had its place as-
signed it in kitchens and halls, where it was hung up in 
great state with its white berries with the charm at-
tached to it that the maid who was not kissed under 
it at Christmas would not be married in that year. 
I will sing you a song of a boy I once knew 
Who was just such another young shaver as you; 
And on each Chrismas Eve, when his stockings he'd hang, 
You could hear the sweet tones of his voice as he sang: 
" Santa Claus, Santa Claus, what will you bring ? 
A pair of skates, marbles, a hoop, or a swing ?" 
his snug little bed all his wants he'd proclaim 
The night before jolly old Santa Claus came. 
He was truly most petted of all petted boys, 
And each room in the house was half filled with his toys ; 
As he'd t . re of them all he would throw them away, 
And yet each Christmas Eve found him trilling this lay: 
" Santa Claus, Santa Claus. what will you bring ? 
A watch made of silver, a chain and a ring ? " 
In his snug little bed all his wants he'd proclaim 
The night before jolly old Santa Claus came. 
It chanced that one season as Chr stmas drew nigh, 
His mother fell sick and they thought she would die ; 
While silent each footfall and hushed every tongue, 
In almost a whisper that little boy sung : 
" Santa Claus, Santa Claus, toys I don't need, 
But please come and save mamma's life with all speed." 
In his snug little bed that one boon did he claim 
The night before jolly old Santa Claus came. 
And the Giver of all gifts, the Sender of health, 
Heard the childish petition though whispered by stealth 
And the morning found mamma improving so fast 
That the doctors admitted all danger was passed . 
" Santa Claus, Santa Claus," then sang the boy, 
" Indeed you're the bringer of comfort and joy ; 
But still I believe, when I give you your due, 
That God has had more to do with it than you!" AN INSULTED WOMAN. J. S. G. 
Life Insurance Agent—My dear madame, allow me 
to suggest that you get your husband's life insured for 
$3,000. Suppose he were to die suddenly. 
Indignant Woman—Get out of here. Do you think 
I am capable of murdering even my own husband for 
the paltry sum of $3,000 ? What's the matter with a 
$to,000 accident policy on his life ? 
DIVIDING THE SORROW. 
course, for the English. No prejudice can be stronger 
than that of the French against plum pudding. A 
Frenchman will dress like an Englishman, swear like 
an Englishman and get drunk like an Englishman, but 
if you would offend him forever, compel him to eat 
plum pudding. A few of the leading restauratuers, 
wishing to appear extraordinary, have loinb flooding 
upon their cartes, but in no instance is it ever 
ordered by a Frenchman. 
The story is told of a certain French mon-
arch. that, wishing to regale the English am-
bassador on Christmas day with a plum pud-
ding, he procured an excellent recipe for 
making one, which he gave to his cook with 
strict injunctions that it should be prepared 
with due attention to all the particulars. The 
weight of the ingredients, the size of the cop-
per, the quantity of water, the duration of 
time, everything was attended to, except one 
trifle—the king forgot the cloth in which the 
delicacy should be boiled, and the pudding 
was served up like so much soup, in immense 
tureens, to the surprise of the ambassador, 
who was, however, too well bred to express 
his astonishment. 
-ibscriber—Say, what kind of a thing do you call 
Is it a joke ? Pretty rough sending out a thing 
that sort and expecting a man to read it. 
Editor—Yes, it's bad—very bad, I must admit. 
But, my friend, your trial is as nothing compared 
with mine. You only have to read it once ; in point of 
fact you need not do that ; you can skip it. Now look 
at me. I've got to think it out first and argue myself 
into the belief that it's worth printing. Then I write 
it ; read it over ; tear it up ; re-write it ; re-read it ; 
correct a lot of errors in it ; discover that I've left out the 
only good point in it ; interline that ; send it to the 
printer ; have it returned to me in proof ; find that he 
has omitted the funny part, too ; interline that again ; 
read it again when the paper is out and discover that 
the gleam of brightness is still missing. Shall I strike 
your name frorri the list ? 
Subscriber (with a look of profound pity)—No, that 
sort of suffering ought to be divided up into small 
chunks. You can send the paper for a year to the 
preacher at my wife's church and any other Christian 
martyr you've a mind to name, and I'll pay for them. 
'1; 
tl 
A PRICELESS RELIC. 
EI 
PLUM PUDDING IN PARIS. 
In Versailles, France, there is a coachman 
who is an enthusiast about the great Napo-
leon. He takes every opportunity of express-
ing to his fare his great admiration, not to say 
veneration, of the little Corsican. One day a 
passing gentleman said to him : 
Why do you bother your head about Na-
poleon ?" 
" My dear sir, I have a priceless relic of 
the great Napoleon which I worship daily." 
" What is it ?" 
" It is this ten-sou piece, which is some of 
the change which my grandfather got from a 
twenty-franc piece which Napoleon gave him." 
THE PLACE TO HOLD THE FAIR. 
Joe King says he thinks the best place to hold the 
fair is around the waist. 
Christmas day all the English cooks in Paris are full 
of business, forwarding plum pudding in cases to all 
parts of the country, already cooked and fit for the 










































all f  
d An 
14 TEXAS SIF TI N GS. 
• 
• 
RD 	 CO LY 
T WAS 
Christmas 












eventful close. A pale-faced moon, riding high above 
the pecan motte where the solitary had pitched his camp, 
looked compassionately down upon the details of his 
humble housekeeping. A small tent glimmered ghost-
like among the trees. Within a corral, roughly made 
of dead sticks and dry brush, the woolly flock were se-
curely penned. Their sleepy cries and querulous bleat-
ings filled, the neighboring solitudes. The flickering 
light of the camp:fire flashed upon their myriad eyes with 
a weird, spectral effect. They were like so many dancing 
will-o'-the wisps surrounding the stooping figure of their 
herder, and gleamed and coruscated about him with a 
• movement wild and uncanny. But their familiar pres-
ence had no terrors for him. Of far more significance 
was. the odor of frying bacon and boiling coffee. The 
solitary was cooking his supper. 
• It was indeed a small individual who accepted these 
pastoral responsibilities. The figure at which the curi-
ous sheep were so intently staring was that of a boy of 
blush was perhaps not the least of the many qualities• 
which endeared him to his master. 
His meagre supper over, the owner of this singular 
title repaired to his tent accompanied by his gamboling 
dog. Here he lighted a storm lantern, suspended 
from the ridge pole of his canvas abode, which at once 
illuminated its narrow confines and gave it from with-
out the appearance of a large transparency, on which 
the movements of the boy and dog within were sketched 
with magnified and grotesque effect. Then he gravely 
divested himself of the long yellow garment which had 
inspired his curious christening, and inspected it with 
solicitude before hanging it up for the night. The tail 
of the "slicker" had accumulated a phenomenal amount 
of real estate in the weary pilgrimages of previous days. 
But with this matter the youthful shepherd was not 
concerned. A new development in the shape of a rent 
extending from the waist half way up one shoulder 
• arrested his attention. At this discovery Yaller-bird 
heaved a deep sigh. 
"I reckon it won't last, Doc., for the rest of the 
winter, and it's all I've got," he said, exhibiting it rue-
fully to the attentive canine.. Doctor. said nothing, but 
at once devoted himself to the task of drawing off his 
master's boots, an operation for . which, being a bull 
pup,•he had a special regard, inasmuch as it exercised-
his peculiar tenacity of jaw. To this task he was accus-
tomed, each evening, to devote his energies. These 
boots, being large, as I have already indicated, the 
dog readily accomplished this, although he. wrecked 
himself against the tent-pole in a final effort, whereupon 
Yaller-bird tied them together with a- bit of string and 
gravely suspended them alongside the lantern where 
they swung heavily like some erratic pendulum. 
"I reckon, Doc., you don't savey just why I'm, doin' 
thet," remarked Yaller-bird, stepping back and survey-
ing his work with hands shoved deeply into the pockets 




scarcely eleven years. Straight black hair fell in long 
tangles below his heavy sombrero, framing a freckled 
face that was deeply tanned from sun and exposure. 
The big brown eyes had an elfish look in the red light' 
of the fire. This was heightened by the absurdity of 
his frontier costume. A long yellow "slicker," origin-
ally designed for a man of ambitious proportions, com-
pletely enveloped his diminutive body and trailed for 
some feet on the ground behind him. His small hands 
with difficulty asserted themselves beyond the long 
sleeves which had been rolled and turned back indefi-
nitely. The high boots which protruded beneath this 
monotonous garment were evidently not mates, and so 
large that they were a serious inconvenience to their 
wearer. Had is not been for the cheerful boyish face 
that overlooked and obviously triumphed over these 
difficulties of dress the incongruous figure might have, 
been taken for a demoralized scare-crow rather than a 
sober shepherd. 
The sketchy repast that is dignified on the frontier 
by the name of supper was soon completed. A few 
strips of scorched bacon, a slice or two of dry bread, a 
plateful of watery beans, with a cup of clear coffee, 
and the hungry wanderer rose refreshed. But not 
until he had supplied another party with the remnants 
of his humble banquet. This party had awaited the 
conclusion of the meal with an intent gaze and a hair-
trigger smile that was 'as pathetic as it was dog-like. 
He .was known as the Doctor, and was the sole com-
panion of his master's wanderings. Doctor was not a 
shepherd dog: Being a vigorous bull-terrier of the 
brindled variety he could not claim for his diminutive 
but muscular anatomy the slightest predilection for 
his calling. .He had taken it up as a matter of neces-
sity, not of choice. But he was intelligent, observant, 
and persevering. If he did not understand sheep, it 
was not because he had not tried faithfully. He had 
given close attention to the idiosyncrasies of that inof-
fensive but exasperating animal. If in common with 
,mankind he had been often unable*to lead them in the 
paths they should follow,-it was not from failure to use 
all the powers of persuasion which his jimber-jaws and 
shrill bark could bring to bear upon a perplexing sub-
ject. And that he brought to each emergency an 
energy and courage that quite put Yaller-bird to the 
said "Did you bring me anythin' to put inter 'em fur Krissmuss 1" 
suspender, "but ter-night is Krissmus Eve, and I'm 
a-layin' fur a feller named Sandy Claws, who gen'-
rally comes along and shoves candies and presents 
inter people's stockings. Bein' ez I ain't got none"—
the speaker here inspected his bare and thorn-scratched 
feet—" I reckoned I'd hang up my boots fur they're 
roomy and accommodatin'. P'raps, ef Sandy comes 
along our way he might jest natchally heave somethin' 
inter 'em." 
Doctor, preserving a respectful silence at this 
communication, but with attent ears and head on one 
side, apparently being deeply interested, Yaller-bird 
Yaller-bird. 
"I didn't expect 
continued: " It'd take me too long to tell you jest 
now how the custom came about, Doc, and I reckon, 
arter all, you wouldn't quite understand it, but it was 
all along of a Great King who was born among some 
sheep, just like this, in a furren kentry, and three wise 
fellers kern plumb across the purrara on camels, 
a-bringin' toys and presents to give to him. A feller 
from San Antone give me the tip and he read all 
about it in a book called Ben Thar, which was wrote by 
a soger chap, and I reckon he knew all about it from the 
name he give his book. Anyhow, that's where I got 
hold of it. And ever sence, presents has been pretty 
thick in certain places about this time o' year, and this 
yer Sandy Claws is said to be the cause of it. I ain't 
never seen him, and I reckon he comes when fellers 
like you and me is asleep, but I reckon I'd know him 
ef I ever sot eyes on him;' and I want you 'to be oncom-
mon keerful ter-night, and not bark nor do nuthin' to 
surprise him, ef you should happen to see him kem 
inter this tent. Fur ef yer should, we don't git nuthin'; 
and I know a dog ez won't git any breakfast ter-mor-
rer mornin'. Savey thet ?" 
Doctor did not signify whether he " saveyed " or 
not, except to wag a stumpy tail violently, which was 
evidently regarded by his master as significant. How-
beit, without further conversation, Yaller-bird began to 
prepare for bed. This consisted in shaking up an old 
straw mattress that lay in a corner of the tent, and 
divesting hiMself of his ducking trousers which were 
rolled up and placed beneath his head' to serve as a 
pillow. Having accomplished these preliminaries, the 
boy drew near the lantern with the intention of putting 
'it out, and the intelligent Doctor began that circular 
movement with which dogs usually prepare to lie down. 
However, they were not destined to retire so early, for, 
all at once, the ears of both were assailed by an unac-
customed noise without, .and the apparition of a human 
hand, endeavoring to opeh the tent-flap which hid been 
tied down for the night, met the. astonished eyes:  of 
master and dog. 
It is probable that, under ordinary. circumstances, 
Yaller-bird would have hastened at once to assist the 
stranger who so abruptly attempted to 'intrude upon 
his privacy, but there was something in the appearance 
of the hand now clutching the tent-string, which, in 
view of his recent, reflections, made him hesitate. It 
was a large hand, and covered from wrist to finger 
with an unusual growth of long and tawny-colored 
hair. Now, Yallerbird's conception of the mysterious 
personage he expected that:' evening was by no means 
definite, and it flashed over him in an instant that this 
peculiar member must appertain to that Sandy Claws, 
in regard to whom he entertained such a keen curiosity. 
Himself, the possessor of a suggestive nick-name, he 
was, for the moment, quite thrilled with the appropriate-
ness of the other's title. 
So he quieted the 
alert Doctor, who had 
improvised •a very re-
spectable giowl at the 
intrusion, and covering 
himself up to his chin 
with the bed clothes, 
remained very still un-
til the personage with-
out had. effected an 
entrance. When this' 
 
was accomplished, he 
was rewarded by the 
sight of a short, stout 
figure clad in brown 
ducking garments, and 
possessed of a fiery red 
beard which entirely 
hid the lower portion of 
his face from a point a 
little below the eyes. 
The figure at once re-
moved a short pipe 
from his mouth, and 
after staring in a sur-
prised way at the re- 
cumbent Yaller-bird, sat down upon a vinegar keg; and 
expelled a cloud of smoke into the tent. 
"Merry Christmas!" he ejaculated in a gruff voice. 
Beyond a doubt, Yaller-bird reflected, this was the 
Sandy Claws of his dreams. It did not strike him as 
especially strange that the remarkable personage should 
look and smoke like other folks. He at once sat up 
and addressed his visitor. 
"Merry Krissmuss!" he replied. 
you so early." 
The man laughed and said he had a long way to 












"You've camped out fur the night, I see," the man 
remarked, nodding in the direction of the bed. 
"I went to bed earlier than usual, allowin' to be 
in bed when you got here," Yaller-bird responded. 
The man stared at this, but smoked quietly and 
said nothing. After a pause, so long protracted that it 
becajne painful, during which the youthful shepherd 
scrutinized his visitor narrowly in the hope of detecting 
some hidden present, he thought he would offer a 
vague hint to his silent guest. 
"Thar's my boots!" he remarked significantly, 
pointing to the suspended articles. 
"I reckon they're big enough," said the stranger, 
surveying them with evident interest. 
"Did you bring me anythin' to put inter 'em fur 
Krissmuss ?" the little fellow inquired, his big brown 
'eyes dancing eagerly in his excitement. 
"Wal, no," the man replied, "onless you'll have 
this plug of terbacker.'' As he spoke, he drew from 
his pocket a long slab of that article known as "natural 
leaf." Then perceiving by the look in Yaller-bird's 
face that the disappointment he had inflicted was keen, 
he laughed somewhat embarrassedly and said: 
"I allow I might hey thought of it, bein' ez I've jest 
kem from town and left the boys all drinkin' egg- nog 
on account of the season; but ye.see I wasn't noways 
certain I'd fall in with you and I had a long ways to 
go." 
There was a brief silence during which the stranger 
evidently considered the situation. 
"Arter all; he said, finally, his features lighting up 
With a humorous gleam, "it ain't fashionable no longer 
to be a-givin' presents. The hull thing is busted and 
gone out of date." 
Somewhat consoled by this piece of information, 
Yaller-bird inquired what the people nowadays gener-
ally did. 
"The keerect thing jest now," said his visitor with 
the air of an oracle, "is an A i Christmas turkey, and I 
know where one is a-roostin' jest at present and don't 
you forgit it." 
At this intelligence Yaller-bird unrolled and assumed 
his ducking trousers, whipped out his jack-knife and 
cut down his monstrous boots, and in a few minutes 
stood before his visitor fully equipped and caparisoned. 
" Ef you're of a mind to go out with me on a hunt fur 
him," said he of the red beard, " I reckon I'm with 
you. I left my gun jest outside. I'd hey brought this 
turkey along, but I wasn't sure I'd fall in with you, and 
I didn't care to tote twenty-five pounds of meat just for 
the fun of the thing. He's a big feller, and I allow it 
ain't quite reg'lar to let him get off so easy." 
Yaller-bird, whose awe of the mysterious Sandy 
Claws had entirely vanished upon learning that he had 
forgotten the customary presents, immediately signified 
his readiness. Accordingly the strangely assorted 
couple and the alert Doctor set out at once. 
It was a clear night, and the rays of the moon made 
surrounding objects dimly visible. After a short tramp 
through the brush, Yaller-bird's guide halted beneath 
a big tree, and leaning his back against it, addressed 
him in a whisper : 
" The turkey we're arter is jest over yonder a-roost-
in' in a dead pecan. Yer smaller and spryer than I be, 
and might take a peek and tell me of he's thar yet ; but 
go slow and easy." 
Yaller-bird stole forward at once, and peering 
through the branches, he beheld a great bird perched 
in the top of a neighboring tree. It was plainly visible 
in the moonlight—its head beneath its wing. He re-
treated quietly. 
" It's all right, Sandy ; he's thar !" he said breath-
lessly. 
The man eyed him indignantly, and bringing his 
gun to a rest leaned on it and hissed these words in his 
ear : 
" Ef you're goin' shootin' with me I'll hey you to 
onderstand that ye can't be too peart with me on short 
notice, young feller !" 
Yaller-bird was quite abashed and non-piussed at 
this address, but imagined that the stranger must be 
very sensitive about the color of his beard. He apolo-
gized humbly. 
Appeased at this, his companion motioned to him 
and they crept onward with bated breath. At length, 
within easy shooting distance, the man halted. 
" Now," he whispered hoarsely, " ye'll see me jest 
everlastinly lamb-baste thet gobbler !" 
" Ez it is," he said ruefully, turning to his youthful 
companion," " it'll take right smart of darnin' to mend 
them pants, and I reckon there ain't mutton taller and 
linnyment enough at the camp to ever set me to rights." 
" Yaller-bird, touched by his mishap, attempted 
consolation. 
"I'm sure I'm very sorry, Mr. Claws," he said," thet 
thet thar eagle got into you so bad, but I've got some 
magic oil in my tent thet'll take the pizen out." 
He was surprised by the instant change in the man-
ner of his companion. 
" Look a-here, Skeesicks, I reckon I told you to drop 
them nicknames o' yourn," he said savagely. 
" Why, isn't your name Sandy Claws?" inquired 
Yaller-bird, in surprise. 
His red-bearded friend burst abruptly into a loud 
laugh. 
" Santa Claus ?" he said. 
	 " Wal, now, thet's 
good ! Santa Claus ! Not muchly, Bub. My name's 
Rube Skinner, and barrin' sich bald-headed varmints 
ez thet feller thar, ther a'n't no better turkey shot atween 
Texas and Kintuck !" 
He cocked the gun. The sharp click made the bird 
start, and it was seen to lift its head from its wing. 
The next instant a stream of fire poured from the long 
barrel, lighting up the stranger's features with a wild, 
unearthly light, and amid the smoke and thunder of the 
discharge, Yaller-bird distinctly heard something fall 
among the brush with a heavy thud. 
I told ye so ; I jest naturally warmed his jacket !" 
shouted the man exultingly. " Now stay thar and I'll 
snake him out." He dashed off into the chaparral. 
Fearful of again. offending his singular acquaintance, 
poor Yaller-bird remained glued to the spot, clutching 
the muscular Doctor who had behaved beautifully up 
to the present time, but was now making frantic efforts 
to be in at the death. Yaller-bird stood his ground 
faithfully, although he had grave misgivings that every-
thing was' not right in the brush. He heard first a 
blow, than a cry of surprise, followed by a fluttering, 
and then more blows in quick succession, mingled with 
unearthly screams and, it must be confessed, some 
very shocking language. During a combat which, 
from the noise and confusion that reached him, must 
have been more like a cyclone than anything else, Yal-
ler-bird came to the conclusion, that the mysterious 
personage, Sandy Claws, was a gentleman of very 
bad morals. 
The struggle in the chaparral suddenly ceased and 
all was quiet for a few moments. Then a faint voice, 
pregnant with agony, came to Yaller-bird's ear. 
" Come out here for 
God's sake ! Are you 
dead or drunk out thar ? 
This bald-headed rooster 
hez got me ! he's got me, 
and he's jest natchally 
killin' me ; thet's what 
he's doin' !—'' 
Yaller-bird waited to 
hear no more. He let 
Doctor slip and plunged 
into the brush. 
Arrived at the scene 
of hostilities, his eyes 
met a singular sight. 
The grass and bushes in 
the vicinity of the strug-
gle were trodden flat, 
and prostrate in the cen-
tre of this area, where 
he had fallen, lay his 
red-bearded friend, with 
a bald eagle clutching 
the seat of his ducking 
trousers and with out-
spread wings asserting 
the supremacy of our 
great and glorious re-
public. 
The fierce and power-
ful creature evidently 
had his enemy at a very 
painful disadvantage 
from the groans he was 
uttering. 	 Yaller-b i r d 
quickly caught up a dead 
stick, and dealt the pre-
occupied bird a blow 
upon the head that made 
him relax his talons. 
But, quick as he was, he 
anticipated the valiant 
Doctor by a second only. 
Then ensued one of the 
most remarkable battles 
that was ever put upon 
record. For in his crip-
pled condition the eagle 
was hardly a match for 
the bull-dog. Jaws 
snapped, talons struck, 
and feathers flew, and, 
when it was over, the brave bird was minus its tail 
the trim and natty Doctor was spotted with his 
blood and that of his adversary. 
During the combat the discomfited man rose from 
the ground, and like Yaller-bird remained an absorbed 
spectator. When at length the bird of freedom suc-
cumbed to the teeth of the Doctor and, turning upon 
its back, yielded up the ghost with a last gasp, he de-
livered himself as follows : 
" Lie thar," he said, " ye dad-gasted idgit ! I reckon 
yer goose is cooked. Ef I hadn't stumbled and made a 
mistake and picked ye up fur a gobbler ye wouldn't 
a-got me in sich a fix." 
REMARKABLE COINCIDENCE. 
Brown—I saw you eyeing that divorced wife of mine 
with evident admiration last evening. I wondered 
what you could see in her. 
Buff—Well, now, that's queer. I was wondering 
what she could have seen in you. 
FRIEND—Well, Mose I see your fondness for chickens has got you into 
trouble again. Why can't you eat something else ? 
THE CuLPki-r—'Deed, Mar's Brown, I would, cheerfully; but how's a poo' 





For Nervous Prostration. 
Use Horsford's Acid Phosphate. 
Dr. W. GRAEVES, Northfield, Minn., says : " I have used it in 
cases of nervous prostration, and also in combination with other 
remedies in indigestion, it has proved as satisfactory as could be ex-
pected." 
Managing Editor—You say here that you have culti-
vated hbt-house lilac bushes that have attained a height 
of over fifty feet ? 
Horticultural Editor—Yes, why ? 
Managing Editor (musingly)—Nothing, only I wish 
I could lilac that. 
Boker's Bitters since 1828 acknowledged to be by 
FAR the BEST and FINEST Stomach Bitters made whether 
taken PURE or with wines or liquors. 

































Her Test. SONGS OF CHRISTMAS. WEBSTER'S CELEBRATED ENGLISH GRAIN CREEDMOOR 
UNDER THE MISTLETOE. 
Wife (at the door)—" Who's there ?" 
Voice—" I am—John--your husband." 
Wife—" I don't believe you. It doesn't 
sound like John's voice. Blow your 
breath through the key hole."—The 
Epoch. 
He Wanted to Make Sure. 
All hearts are joyous ; 
What can annoy us 
When plenty smiles and the bumpers flow? 
And, mild shouts of laughter, 
The boys run after 
And kiss the girls 'neath the mistletoe ? 
—Boston Courier. 
Every kind of foot Nv c a r for men,ladies, and child-
ren, in stock or made 
to order. Careful at-
tention given meas. 
ure work, a perfect fit 
being obtained by my 







s e I f- meas-
urement. 
OLD AND NEW CREED. 
Doulble sole and tap, hand-nailed, best Eng-
lish Grain stock, bellows-tongue, perfectly 
water-proof, made on an extremely easy last, 
and very durable. Excellent for Fall and 
Winter wear. 
Sent by Mail or Express, prepaid $5.50. 
No man who is obliged to be out-of-doors in all kinds of 
weather and cares for a water-proof, durable, easy shoe 
should be without a pair of the "Creedmoor." The fact 
that this is the sixth year this shoe has been advertised in The Century, and each season -increases the sale, is 
sufficient guarantee that it is all we claim. 
CORTEZ, COLO., March 13, 1889. 
F. P. WEBSTER, Esq., 277 Washington St.— 
Dear Sir: Some two years ago I bought a pair of 
Creedmoor shoes, which have given me every satisfac-
tion in the hardest usage. Will you kindly send me 
your price on one pair of them and with postage pre-
paid. 
W. H. WELLS, 
Chief-Engineer Montezuma Water-Supply Company 
F. P. WEBSTER, 
Sheriff—" Have you anything to say ?" 
.Murderer—" You're going to hang me, 
ain't you ?" 
Sheriff—" Yes." 
Murderer—" Would you mind asking 
the executioner to have an axe or a club 
handy in case of accidents ? "—Philadel-
phia Inquirer. 
Whenever the Christmas season 
Lends lustre and peace to the year, 
And the ling-long-iing of the bells that ring 
Tell only of joy and cheer ; 
I hear in the sweet, wild music 
These words and I hold them true, 277 Washington Street. Boston, Mass. 
" The Christ who was born on Christmas morn 
Did only what you can do." 
Each soul that has breath and being 
Is touched with heaven's own fire, 
Each living man is part of the plan 
To lift the world up higher. 
No matter how narrow your limits, 
Go forth and make them broad ! 
You are every one the daughter or son— 
Crown Prince or Princess of God. 
--Edith Carew. 
WHEN CHRISTMAS COMES. 
Coral beads on burnished holly, 
Pearls on tender mistletoe ! 
Wisdom bends to frolic's folly 
At the yule-log's cheery glow, 
While the twinkling feet of dancers to glad 
measure come and go ! 
Wreathe the pictures, crown the wassail, 
Keep the hours sweet with song ; 
Nov let none be serf or vassal, 
But the festal sights prolong, 
And in guileless glee and pastime let the happy 
children throng ! 
Hark the peals of jocund laughter 
When, on pantomimic boards, 
Harlequins, clowns tumbling after, 
Cross and clash their mimic swords, 
While fair Columbine in spangles Beauty's pro- 
totype affords ! 
Let the melodies entrancing— 
Bugles, cymbals, silver chimes— 
As the fairy chorus dancing 
Sings of sylvan ways and times, 
And Prince Charming does his wooing in the 
daintiest of rhymes ! 
Through the keen and starlit weather, 
Hear the hoofs and sleigh-bells ring ! 
Warm furs catch the snow flakes feather; 
Echoes answer peals that swing 
Till the hearts of youth and maiden take the 
cadence up and sing ! 
Father Christmas, hale and hoary ; 
Young and old we greet thy face ; 
By our hearthstones hail thy glory 
And thy bygone legends trace, 
And with all time-honored reverence toast thy 
ever bounteous grace. 
—John Moran. 
Comfort for the Patient. 
" Are you feeling better this morning, 
Uncle - Henry ?" "Yes, Angie, dear.' 
" You'll soon he well now, won't you, 
Uncle Henry ? " " I don't know, dear ; 
I may never get up again ; Uncle Henry 
is a very sick man." " Oh, yes, I know ; 
but you'll soon get well. I heard the 
doctor tell pa this Morning that all the 
doctors in America couldn't kill as mean 
a man as you." (Uncle Henry rallies 
and is well enough the next time the doc-
tor calls to get his head under the sofa 
and maul him till the police break into 
the room. The diagnosis was correct.—
Brooklyn Eagle. 
If you had taken two of Carter's Little 
Liver Pills before retiring you would not have had 
that coated tongue or bad taste in the mouth this 









Customer—" There's one drawback to 
a business like yours." 
Barber—"What is that ?" 
"It is impossible for men of your call- 
ing to get rid of unpleasant acquain- 
tances." 
"I would like to know why ?" 
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Herbert Ward, the 
African explorations who 
numbers of the " Ledger 
and they will be illustrated 
These pictures will throw 
The Story 
Being the adventures 
the Polar region twelve 
Indians of the Northwest 
when visiting all the Indian 
Contributes a series of 
Giving the reasons 
Leo Hartmann, a fugitive 
Mr. Hartmann shows how 
of government. 	 A participant 
information as to how 
love of every true American 
Among these beautifully 
Written for the " Ledger 
The Ledger will 
ical Sketches, Travels, 
Mrs. Frances Hodgson 
Mrs. Margaret Deland. 
Mrs. Florence Howe 
Mrs. Madeleine 
Mrs. Harriet Prescott 
Mrs. Emma Alice 
Mary Kyle Dallas. 
Marion Harland. 
Clara Whitridge. 
Judge Albion W. 
Marquise Lanza. 








































































































































































































































































































































































































adventures in Africa, 
by him in Africa. 
of Africa. 
Green. 
their residence in 
the native wild 
canoe trips 
New South." 
the Russian Nihilists. 
of the form 
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to increase the 
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Ladies are greatly benefited by the use of An-
gostura Bitters, the South American tonic. 
$10 to $1,000 
Properly placed in Wall Street is the foundation of a 
fortune. Address, 
JACKSON, SPRAGUE & CO., 
	
30 NEW ST., N. Y. 
FOR SIX CENTS. 
We are pleased to announce that we have made 
remarkably low clubbing rates with the ST. LOUIS 
MAGAZINGE, the recognized leading low-priced Amer-
ican magazine. The magazine is beautifully printed 
and illustrated, and is a high-grade literary, historical 
and humorous monthly of ftfty pages. Terms, only $1.50 a year; specimen copy six cents, sent to any one. 
Address St. Louis Magazine, 901 Olive St., St. Louis, 
Mo. We will send the St. Louis Magazine and TEXAS 
SIFTINGS one year to new subscribers for $4.50, the 
price of both being $5.50. 
Address TEXAS SIFTINGS PUB. Co., New York. 
CHANCE FOR ALL 
To Enjoy a Cup of Perfect 
Tea. A TRIAL ORDER of 
31,4i pounds of Fine Tea, either 
Oolong, Japan, Imperial, Gun-
powder, Young Hyson, Mixed, 
English Breakfast or Sun Sun 
Chop, sent by mail on receipt of 
$2.00. Be particular and state 
what kind of Tea you want. Greatest inducement 
ever offered to get orders for our celebrated Teas, 
Coffees and Baking Powder. For full particulars ad-  
dress 	 THE GREAT AMERICAN TEA CO. 








For Harness, Buggy Top, Saddle, Fly Net, 
Travelling Bag, and Trunk Manufacturers. 
Olvae a boaatil'al eilib, wilkh will Dot pawl or mob 
off, `mat or crock by handling; does sot lose its lasts* 
by age; dust will sot trick to work Wilted with 
ii Vat • VAIIMUni. Con,:iri no T spastics, Boala00, 
Naphtha, Alcohol, or other wins PIMA& It  is 
empty, a Salable: droning. 
DIRECT IONS. 
I. deo. e.4,pertivey by. Apply with • 
.eft 
	 b."*.1 g.tat glom la dm 	 lb* ameba t. 	 aulutarbod. It 	 ". "4  
Tam!, eye • -La .pp.,:ruos 	 llfln1 Aoregeop; 
2. ',tin drosrly eta wrk via 	 trepeene.L. 
Zap 116. ma <lard lightly vibes Da is sr. 
PVT VP IN CANS. KED% AND DARRELL 
MANUIPACTUMICD MY 	 • 
FRANK MILLER & SONS, 
NEW EDELL' 
:4111111111111111Sliii. 
Sold by Nearly All Saddlery 
and Harness Dealers. 
THE " FAT CONTRIBUTOR'S " 
New Humorous Illustrated Lecture. 
For terms and dates apply to 
Major J. R. POND. 
Everett House, New York City. 
Catarrh 
f S a blood disease. Until the poison is 
I expelled from the system, there can 
be no cure for this loathsome and 
dangerous malady. Therefore, the only 
effective treatment is a thorough course 
of Ayer's Sarsaparilla— the best of all 
blood purifiers. The sooner you begin 
the better ; delay is dangerous. 
" I was troubled with catarrh for over 
two years. I tried various remedies, 
and was treated by a number of physi-
cians, but received no benefit until I 
began to take Ayer's Sarsaparilla. A 
yew bottles of this medicine cured me of 
this troublesome complaint and com-
pletely restored my health."—Jesse M. 
Boggs, Holman's Mills, N. C. 
"When Ayer's Sariaparilla was rec-
ommended to me for catarrh, I was in-
clined to doubt its ifficacy. Having 
tried so many remedies, with little ben-
efit, I had no faith that anything would 
cure me. I became' emaciated from loss 
of appetite and impaired digestion. I 
had nearly lost the sense of smell, and 
my system was badly deranged. I was 
about discouraged, when a friend urged 
me to try Ayer's Sarsaparilla, and re-
ferred me to persons whom it had cured 
of catarrh. After taking half a dozen 
bottles of this medicine, I am convinced 
that the only sure way of treating this 
obstinate disease is through the blood." 




Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. 
Price p1,; six bottles, $5. Worth $5 a bottle. 












tar-  Pimples, blackheads, chapped and oily skin _An 
prevented by CUTICULA SOAP. 	 -JED 
        
Relief in one minute, for all pains and weak-
nesses, in CUTICURA ANTI PAIN PL.STER, the 
only pain-killing Plaster. 25e. 
        
ATOFOLKSO 
Jefferson's autobiography, which this 
month covers wide ground and goes into 
the most amusing details concerning barn-
storming in Mississippi, an interesting 
character called Pudding Stanley, Jeffer-
son's Mexico experiences (just after the 
Mexicdn War), his reminscences of the 
Wallacks, John E. Owens, Burton, etc. 
The author of Agnes- Surriage, Mr. 
Edwin Lassetter Bynner, opens the De-
cember number of the Atlantic Monthly 
with an article of interest to the anti-
quarian, and especially to the student of 
Old Boston. This paper is devoted to 
The Old Bunch of Grapes Tavern, one of 
the most famous New England hostelries 
of the last century, and Mr. Bynner gives 
an amusing account of the various events 
which took place within his hospitable 
walls. Mr. Henry VanBrunt's paper on Ar-
chitecture in the West tells about the diffi-
culties which Western architects have 
to struggle against, and the new school 
of architecture which is gradually arising 
to solve the problem of making art keep 
step with progress without losing the 
finer and more delicate artistic sense. 
Prof. N. S. Shaler, of Harvard College, 
contributes a paper on School Vacations, 
and Mr. William Cranston Lawton writes 
about Delphi : The Locality and its 
Legends. 
A particularly interesting number is 
the North American Review for Decem-
ber and a bright array of minds con-
tribute to it. W. E. Gladstone gives his 
view of the divorce question. He be-
lieves that the marriage tie should never 
be dissolved except for the most urgent 
reason. Divorce with remarriage utterly 
destroys the integrity of the family. 
Views upon this impOrtant question are 
also given by Associate-Justice Bradley 
and Senator Dolph. George Westing-
house, Jr., replies to Edison's paper in 
the November number on the dangers of 
electric lighting. Carl Blind speaks A 
Good Word for. the Jews, though the 
Jews are very well able to speak for 
themselves now. Andrew Carnegie 
writes about the Best Fields for Philan-
thropy, advising rich men to found schools, 
colleges, museums, public libraries, etc. 
Walter Damrosh writes of German Opera, 
and Marion Harland dilates upon the In-
capacity of Business Women . Why I am 
an Agnostic by Robert G. Ingersoll, can-
not fail to attract attention. 
BEST HOLIDAY GIFT 
For Pastor, Parent, Teacher, Child, or Friend. 
3000 more Words and nearly 2000 more Illus-
trations than any other American Dictionary. 
STANDARD AUTHORITY 
in the Government Printing Office, and with the 
U.S. Supreme Court. Recommended by the State 
Superintendents of Schools in 38 States, and by 
leading College Pres'ts of the U. S. and Canada. F using "Anti-Corptilene Pills" lose 15 lbs. a month. They cause no sickneis, contain no poison and never fall. Particulars (sealed) 4c. Wilcox Specific Co.,Phlla. Pa. 
JAW to OUr. 




THE MOST DISTRESSING FORMS OF SKIN AND scalp diseases, with loss of hair from, infancy to 
old age, are speedily, economically and pemanently 
cured by the CUTICURA REMEDIES, when all other 
remedies and methods fail. 
CuTIcuRA, the great Skin %ire, and CUTIeuRA. SOAP, 
an exquisite Skin Beautifi& prepared from it, ex-
ternally and CUTICURA RESOLVENT, the new Blood 
Purifier, internally, cure every form of skin and 
blood disease, from pimples to scrofula. 
Siald everywhere. Price, CUTICURA, 50c.; SOAP, 250.; 
RESOLVENT, $1. Prepared by the POTTER DRUG AND 
CHEMICAL CO., BOSTON, MASS. 
Send for "How to Cure Skin Diseases." 
An invaluable companion in every School and at 
every Fireside. Sold by all Booksellers. 
Pamphlet with Specimen Pages, etc., sent free. 
G. & C. MERRIAM & CO., Pub'rsiSpringfield,Mase. 
THREE DOZEN 
GOOD STORIES 
Selected. from Texas Siftings, 
8vo., 194 Pages with 100 Illustrations 
George W. Cable's new book will have 
for its title Strange, True Stories of Louisi-
ana. 
Gossip is again busy with a rumor that 
Mr. Aldrich will retire from the editor-
ship of the Atlantic. 
The Christmas number (December) of 
Godey's Lady's Book is a charming issue, 
full of stories appropriate for the holidays 
and a variety of choice reading. 
Mr. George W. Childs' reminiscences 
\vill be published in book form by J. B. 
Lippincott Company. Only a 'portion of 
them has been given in Lippincott's Mag-
azine. 
The birthday souvenir of the Jewelers' 
Weekly is out and generally pronounced 
"a dandy." One feature is a description, 
by numerous well known people, of the 
watches they carry. The illustrations in 
the number are admirable. 
The United States Central Publishing 
Company, located at Chicago, are getting 
up an interesting and valuable work en-
titled Important Events of the Century, 
to contain over one hundred illustrations 
and circulate all over the United States. 
Sold only by subscription. Geo. W. 
Benson is superintending the work. 
Dr. John Brown's simple yet charm-
ing story, .Rab and His Friends, that is_ 
almost an English classic, has been 
brought out as a holiday book by J. B. 
Lippincott Company, Philadelphia. The 
little volume is beautifully printed and 
bound and contains ten handsome illus-
trations drawn by Hermann Simon and 
Edmund H. Garrett. Price $1.5o.' 
The Cosmopolitan Magazine for De-
cember has an illustrated Christmas 
article to begin with, entitled Child 
Faces Christmas Mornings, - by Carl 
Christopher. Ernest Ingersoll describes 
Kansas City (illustrated), and Frank G. 
Carpenter does the same for the Capital 
of the Dragon's Empire. Among the 
other articles are .an appeal in behalf of 
New York as a place for Holding the 
World's Fair, by Wm. Waldorf Astor; 
Jo's Search for Santa Claus, by Irving 
Bacheller;, The Flower Market of New 
York, etc., etc. 
Worthington Co., of N. Y., announce 
for immediate publication Magdalen's 
Fortunes, by W. Heimburg, translated 
by Mrs. J. W. Davis, with photogravure 
illustrations. I vol., I2mo, half bound, 
$1.25 ; or in fancy paper covers, 75 cents. 
A capital novel, written in the style that 
has given the author such a well-de-
served reputation:. It contains beautiful 
descriptions, is full of incident, and is a 
clean, bright story. Especially the char-
acter of the Little Lady of the Abbey is 
admirably delineated. It is a very pleas-
ing book from cover to cover. 
The December Century opens with a 
series of unpublished letters written by 
the Duke of Wellington, in his very last 
days, to a young married lady of England. 
These letters present the Iron Duke in a 
very attractive light—amiable and un-
pretending ; the careful guardian of the 
children of his friend in their childish 
illnesses. Besides pictures of the Duke's 
residences, etc., there are three portraits 
of Wellington ; the imposing full-length 
picture by 
	 Thomas Lawrence being 
used as frontispiece. The personal in-
terest is very strongly continued in Joseph 
BY 
EVERY OWNER OF HARNESS 
SHOULD USE 
THOMAS WORTH AND °THEP. WELL KNOWN 
ARTISTS. 
This book is the sensation of the hour. The demand 
for it has never been equaled in the history of Ameri-
can literature. It is a book of 194 pages, containing 
more than 100 of the original sketches written by 
Alex. E. Sweet and J. Armoy Knox, and which have 
made TEXAS SIFTINGS a household word with all who 
love fun and good humor, and is illustrated with over 
one hundred original and very unique illustrations. 
Sold by all newsdealers and booksellers, or mailed 
to any address, postpaid, on receipt of 2.5 cents by 
J. S. OGILVIE & CO., Publishers, 
57 Rose Street, New York 
L A B INDIAN ASTHMA CURE. Send two cent stamp for trial package and cir- . 	 . 	 . cular. Eastern Drug & Chemical Co. 
71 Oliver Street, Boston, Mass. 




MADE WITH BOILING MILK. 
(*f 
A 1VEW TREATMENT. 
Sufferers are not generally aware that 
these diseases are contagious, or that they 
are due to the presence of living para-
sites in the lining membrane of the nose 
and eustachian tubes. Microscopic re-
search, however, has proved this to be a 
fact, and the resOlt of this discovery is 
that a simple remedy has been discovered 
which permanently cures the most aggra-
vated cases of these distressing diseases by 
a few simple applications made (two weeks 
apart) by. the patient at home. A pamph-
let explaining this new treatment is sent 
free by A. H. DIXON & SoN, 337 and 339 
West King Street, Toronto, Canada. 
Children Cry for E itcher's Castorial 
Only a Specimen! 
IT IS ONLY NATURAL that you 
should wish to examine beforehand the 
goods you think of buying. Perhaps 
you are thinking of presents for the 
young folks— Christmas or birthday. 
Nothing is so good, so satisfactory, 
so LASTING, as a subscription to one 
of the LOTHROP MAGAZINES. 
They are THE BEST for the various 
ages from six months to sixteen 
years. 
ide Awake. 
1$2.10fa year. The Panel . 	 Baby land. 81.00 a year. 	 50)e. a year. 
Our Little Men and Women. $1.00 a year. 
in 
WE SEND SPECIMEN of any one 
for 5 cents ; of the four, 15 cents ; 
(regular price, 45 cents.) Please look 
over carefully ; then we will hope for 
your order. 
YOU MAY DEDUCT the 15 cents 
sent for samples from the full subscrip-





D. LOTHROP COMPANY, Boston. 0 
li 
'11 Descriptive list of Select Books free. 
Mention if you desire it. 
ERNKST. BICNOKR, 
Vice-President. 
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Note our Trade Mark close'), 
BEWARE  OF IMITATIONS! 1. 
9 Cordsm10 HOURS 




The Merry. Children. 
Mrs. Murrayhill— "Celeste, what is 
Master Harold crying for ?" 
Celeste—" I happened to say, madame, 
that I lived with a little boy who had a 
hundred and.four presents one Xmas." 
Mrs. Murrayhill—" Well ?"• 
Celeste—" Why, then he insisted upon 
counting his, and he has been kicking 
and crying like this ever since, because 
he has only ninety-eight." 
Mrs. Murrayhill (soothingly)—" There, 
Harold, dear—you shall have some more 
if you want them. I should think, Celeste, 
you could get on peaceably with . the 
little fellow to=day of all days.—Life. 
Consumption Surely Cured. 
To the Editor : Please inform your readers that 
I have a positive remedy for the above named dis-
ease. By its timely use thousands of hopeless cases 
have been permanently cured. I shall be glad to 
send two bottles of my remedy FREE to any of your 
readers who have consumption, if they will send 
me their Express and P. 0. Address. Respectfully, 
T. A. SLOCUM, M. C., 181 Pearl St., N. Y. 
The Wrong Desk. 
Newspaper Bore—" Anything new ?" 
Paragrapher (with dignity)—"This, sir, 
is the humorous department."—N. Y. 
Weekly. 
Frank Miller & Sons. 
This firm holds a position as one of the 
most important in the line of harness 
oils, harness blacking, liquid shoe dress-
ing and other kindred productions. It is 
one of the oldest firms in New York city, 
and has established an enviable reputa-
tion.. To accommodate their steadily in-
creasing trade the factory in West 26th 
street has lately been enlarged and the 
offices fitted up in handsome style. To 
give an idea of the amount of business 
done by this firm, their last shipment by 
canal to go West before navigation closed, 
was three large boat-loads. Frank Mil-
ler's shoe dressing is the favorite of the 
ladies of .England and Australia, as well 
as of America, 
TEXAS SIFfrrINCI-S. 18 
Christmas of 1776. 
Christmas eve in the year 1776 was star-
less and stormy in America. It was during 
the darkest days of our revolution. The 
American army was dispirited, and was 
weakening by constant desertions. 
Washington knew not what to do, and 
some of the best friends of liberty advised 
retreat. 
" Where shall we retreat? " asked the 
commander-in-chief. 
" To the mountains," they answered. 
" I will make one more struggle," said 
Washington, " and if unsuccessful, I will 
then flee to the mountains to make a last 
stand against the enemies of my country." 
At Trenton, On the Delaware, was an 
army of 1, 500 Hessians, under Colonel 
Rahl, who, all that Christmas, were 
.holding high revelry. They feared no 
enemy, for the Delaware was full of ice, 
and the American army was upon the 
other side. 
Through all the long night hours, the 
lamps flared upon the feasting and rioting 
soldiery. While the revel was at its 
height, they were startled by the cry of 
" The' foe ! the foe ! " 
Washington had crossed the Delaware 
—a feat no one believed practical—and 
had marched hastily upon the Hessian 
camp. Defense was futile. Colonel Rahl 
was shot down. while attempting to rally 
his men, and nearly one thousand Hessi-
ans threw down their arms. 
So that Christmas passed into history 
to be remembered forever by all pattiotic 
hedrts.:—Com. Advertiser. 	 • 
SANATORY GOODS 
-41 
GUARDING THE ROOST. 
FARMER OATCAKE (sternly)—What do you mean by, hanging 'round my 
turkey-roost at this time o' night, Mose ? 
Moss—Bre'ss my soul ! Am dat•yo', Mr. Oatcake ? I was guardin' de 
place, sah; I was guardin' it ! There's a good many thievin' niggahs around 
about Chris'mas time. • 
NEW YORK, Nov. nth, 1887. 
FERD. T. HOPKINS, ESQ., 
I would like to know the-price of One 
Dozen bottles of your Oriental Cream, as 
I. use it and like it. • Would like to get a 
supply to take on my tour, soon as 
possible. Answer and oblige, 
MRS. JAMES BROWN POTTER, 
Brevoort House, New York. 
STRANGE as it may .seem, when the 
night comes when no man can work it's 
all day with him.—Binghamton Leader. 
li  
FINE CHRISTMAS GIFTS. 
A Christmas Talk. 
BY ONE MAN. Write for descriptive catalogue con-
taining testimonials from hundreds of people who have 
sawed from 4 to 9 cords daily. 25,000 now successfully used. 
Agency can be had where there is a vacancy. A NEW 
INVENTION for filing saws sent free with each machine, by 
the use of this tool everybody can file their own saws 
now and do it better than the greatest expert can with;  
out it. Adapted to all cross-cut saws. Every one who 
owns a saw should have one. Ask your dealers or write 
FOLDING SAWING MACIILN E CO., 808 to 811 
South Canal Street, Chicago, Ill. 
CAUTION 
Against Misrepresentations and 
Specious Imitations, 
The extraordinary beauty and excellence of the Dr. 
Jaeger's Woolen Fabrics, especially of the Under 
wear, have been so promptly recognized that imita-
tions and adulterations closely resembling the genu-
ine, have been put upon the mark ct. 
THE GENUINE DR. JAEGER'S 
Sanatory Coods 
Are to be found for sale in New Fork City at 
827, 829 and 199 BROADWAY 
AND 
136 Chambers Street only. 
ALSO AT 
366 Fulton St., Brooklyn, ONLY. 
Purchasers are hereby warned that all so-called 
"sanitary " goods offered by other 'houses as 
"Jaeger" underwear, are 
Spurious, though Specious, 
IMITATIONS. 
If I were to ask you to shut your eyes 
and try to fancy that Christmas stood 
before you, what would you see ? Ah ! 
not one, but many. Some of you would 
see, in your mind's eye, an old man with 
long, white, frosty beard and kindly face, 
his brave form draped in a sparkling 
robe - of snow decked with icicles—old 
Father Christmas from top to toe. Some 
would see another sort of figure— a 
round, roly-poly, jolly personage, dressed 
in furs from crown to sole, laughing in 
every- feature of his plump, ruddy face, 
all aglow after driving his Dunder and 
Blixen, and half hidden by his great 
sleigh-load of toys. Some of you, again, 
would see nothing but the toys, and your 
only thought I shudder to say, would 
be, " Which of them are for me ?" Some 
of you would see no fancied personage at 
all ; but glorious winter without, and 
within doors a bright home, a glowing 
hearth, and all the family eager to wel-
come you from school for the happy holi-
day week. And a great many of you 
would scarcely close your eyes before the 
beautiful Christ-child would come and 
-fill your soul with love and joy -and 
gratitude ; and your one next thought 
would be to give happiness to many, to 
make other hearts as glad as your own 
on the Perfect Day.—Jack-in the-Pulpit, 
in St..Nicholas. 
A VISION OF THE MISTLETOE, by 
M. Sears Brooks. A beautiful booklet 
of 14 engraved plates. PRICE, 50 CENTS. 
"A perfect gem, beautifully illustrated. Each page 
is a study."—Indianapolis Woman's News. 
" The story shows the development of the idea of 
immortality, from the faint type found in the Norse 
Legend of laidur, to its realization in the fine light 
of Christian revelation. The theme is handled with 
grace and skill throughout, and affords excellent 
subjects for the illustrations which form an im-
portant part of the elegant little book."—Madison 
Courier. 
Send for explanatory, descriptive and i1111,tr:+ t''I  
Catalogue and price list, free by mail. 
Garments made to order, a speeialt . 
Mail orders promptly attended to. 
Dr. Jaeger's Sanitary Woolen System Co., 
827 & 829 Broadway, New work. 
" DOWN WITH HIGH PRICES." 
COCKLE SHELLS AND SILVER 
BELLS, a volume of poems by Mrs. 
M. F. Butts. PRICE, 6o CENTS. 
"Let our babies learn to repeat such pretty verses 
as these, rather than the witless rhymes so common 
in the nursery, and our word for it, there will be 
better moral growth as one result."—Phreneilogical 
Journal. 
"Invaluable to mothers, who have to search for 
' pieces' to be learned for school recitations. Make 
of it a Christmas present to your little one."—Sab-
bath Recorder. 
"A charming collection of verses."—Boston Courier. 
"Lively reading and, better still, they are whole-
some."—Sunday School Times. 
THE PRINCESS, THE PIG AND 
ETSETTERY, a Juvenile story by 
Mrs. M. F. Butts, with handsome il-
lustrations. A book that will make 
children happy. PRICE, 40 CEI•ITS. 
Sent postpaid on receipt of price. 
CHAS. A. WENBORNE, Publisher, 
258 Pear! Street, BUFFALO, N. Y. 
A 865.00 Sewing Machine with uttachnients $18.00 
A 500-lb. Platform Scale, on wheels 	 - 
l'ortable Forges and Blacksmiths Tools for Farmers.1.  
A 8125.00 Top Buggy,-Sarven Patent Wheels 65.00 
A 2-Ton Wagon Scale, Brass Beam & Beam Box 40.00 
A 8.10.00 Road Cart, or Small Body Cutter 	 15.0o 
A 815.00 Single Buggy Harness 	 - 	 - 	 7.50 
A '2,10-1b. Scoop and Platform Scale 	 - 	 - 3.00 
A 1-lb. Family or Store Scale, with Brass Scoop 1.00 
Catalogue of 1000 useful articles sentfree. Address 
CHICAGO SCALE CO., Chicago, Ill 
A Puzzle. 
Why grown men and women with matured re-
flective powers should neglect their small ailments 
is really a puzzle. Hosts of otherwise sensible peo-
ple thus bewilder conjecture. It is one of the things 
which, as the late lamented Lord Dundreary exclaim-
ed, " no fellah• can find out." Diseases grow faster 
than weeds, and, moreover, beget one another. 
Incipient indigestion, a touch of biliousness, slight 
irregularity in the habit of body—what complex and 
serious bodily disturbance, not local, but general, 
do these not beget, if disregarded ? Baffle and 
drive off the foe at the first onset with Hostetter's 
Stomach Bitters, sovereign among preventives. A 
constitution invigorated, a circulation enriched, a 
brain and stomach tranquilized by this national 
medicine, becomes well nigh invulnerable. The 
Bitters counteract malaria, rheumatism and kidney 
complaint. Children Cry for Pitcher's Castoria. 
TEXAS SI F'D N 1S 
THE SEMI-ANNUAL RECORD. CHRISTMAS SNAPS. 
Its Enormous Total and Wide Dis-
tribution. Caprices of Fortune. Fat girls fill stockings the best.-Water- 
. loo Observer. 
The best clause in a child's life-Santa 
Claus.-Detroit Free Pres. 
Don't expect to find a brown-stone 
front in your stocking.-Philadelphia 
Call. 
The girl who hangs up the biggest 
piece of mistletoe doesn't get kissed the 
m ost. - J udge. 
Santa Claus can't come down the chim-
neys now, but he gets there just the 
same.-Somerville Journal. 
Never look a gift horse in the teeth. 
It is also wrong to look a Christmas gift 
in pricemark.-Somerville Journal. 
Kris Kringle insists on having a "rum" 
time at least once a year. It's when he 
,takes his Santy-cruise. Yonkers Ga-
zette. 
Get the GovernMent•to observe Christ:-
mas customs and the surplus would soon 
enough be reduced.-New Orleans Pica-
yune. 
" The holiday spirit is an all-pervading 
one," remarked a father as he bought his 
little boy a fifreeen-cent tin horse; " but 
it costs money."-Puck. 
" No, my son, a ' green Christmas ' is 
•not ,necessarily• of Irish origin, though 
they do wear the ' green ' over there."-
Dansville Breeze. 
' When the Chicago girls hang up their 
stockings for Christmas, they are the 
envy of the rest of the world; but they 
bankrupt Santa Claus.-Boston Post. 
: Santa  Claus says that .the modern 
chimneys are a nuisance, as they land 
him away down in the cellar in a red-
hot furnace, and then half the time the 
cellar door is locked.-Dansville Breeze. 
CHRISTMAS HINTS FOR THE MILLION. 
A champagne cork enrobed in a red-flan-
nel ball dress and gilded, makes a hand-
some pen-wiper for your literary friend. 
• A pair of blue goggles is a suitable 
gift for your pretty-eyed rival. 
Do not forget to send your rich aunt a 
prize Christmas card. 
A receipted dress-maker's bill is a nice 
present for a wife to give to her husband. 
The best thing for the forty-year-old 
maiden to give her dilatory lover is a 
hint. 
Your son-in-law would probably like it 
if you gave him a rest.-Puck. 
	 -41.• 	  
A Valuable Animal. 
A partial list of the prizes above One Thousand 
Dollars, paid by The Louisiana State Lottery Com-
pany during the • six months ending November, 
489, together with the names and addresses given 
to the Company by the holders, omitting those who 
have requested it. 
Receipts for the amounts. are on file at the offices 
























DRAWING OF JUNE x8, 1889. 
A Wilmot, Deer Lodge, Mont 	  
J F Edwards, Atlanta, Ga 	  
W H Mims, Ottawa, Ont 	  
Bank of Watsonville, Watsonville, Cal 	  
Mrs Catharine Callahan, 331 Federal st, 
Boston, Mass 	  
W G Wallace, East Saginaw, Mich 	  
Win Dalquist, Duluth, Minn 	  
Martha 0 Wyman, Boston, Mass 	  
Leonard M Hersey, Centre st, Boston, 
Mass 	  
Lavenson & Gerson, Sacramento, Cal 	  
E H Latour, Buffalo, N. Y 	  
Chas F Nestor, Lancaster, Ohio 	  
Miss Annie Dawce, Strawn, Tex 	  
Felix Hiller, Canton, Miss 	  
Wright T Moore, Memphis, Tenn 	  
Wm Denter, Salamanca, N Y 
K Wegner, Chicago, Ill 	  
Wm F Fass, 47 Greene st, New Haven, 
Conn 	  
Jno Vanderloo, 19 Cross st, Auburn, 
N Y 	  
Mme J P Decomier, 52 North 13th st 
Philadelphia, Pa 	  
John Kleiber, 1842 North xoth st, Phila- 
delphia Pa 	  
R G Greene, Portland, Me. . 	  
H Rosenburg, Galveston, Tex 	  
John Harneon, 174 Eliot st, Boston, 































A man, while crossing a lot, was 
attacked by a young bull calf and was 
severely bruised.' Just as the victim had 
landed on the safe side of the fence, an 
old negro came out of a cabin near by, 
and, calling the man, said : 
" Does you wanter buy that animal, 
sah ?" 
" No ; I want to kill the infernal thing, 
and I'm going to do it if I have to walk 
ten miles for a gun. ' 
W'y, whut is you got agin him ?" 
Didn't you see him butt me over the 
fence ?" 
" W'y, look yere, he didn' mean dat ter 
be buttin'. He thought he wuz 'corn-
merdatin you, sah, in he'pin you ober. 
I's trained him ter he'p folks ober de 
fence, an' dat's w'y he so valuable. W y, 
las' winter w'en I had de rheumatiz I 
couldn'ter got erlong widout him."-
Arkansaw Traveler. 
1,250 
E Amsden, 137 Eighth st, New York, 
N Y 	  
D Hillman, Redding, Ala 	  
M S Murphy, Merit, Tex 	  
John L Riera, Jr, Lawrence P 0 La 	  
A Correspondent through Wells, Fargo 
& Co.'s Bank, San Francisco, Cal 	  
Anglo-Californian Bank, San Francis- 
co, Cal 	  
A Correspondent through Wells, Fargo 
& Co.'s Bank, San Francisco, Cal 	  
Miss H C Pratt, 194 Michigan ave, Chi-
cago, Ill. 
O C Otis, Lincoln, Neb 	  
L M Whitman, Scribner, Neb 
	  
W C Fisher, 358 Halsey st, Newark, N J. 
S J Klauber, Newark, N J 	  
Frank E Pierce, 59 Clinton st, Boston, 
Mass 	  
G H Stephenson, Sacramento, Cal 	  
F E Luttry, New York, N Y 	  
Cassagne & Vieu, 3 West Third st, New 
York, N Y 	  
W H Brown, Minneapolis, Minn 
	  
L Fanatia, Shaw, Kan 
	  
National Bank of D 0 Mills & Co, Sac- 
ramento, Cal 	  
Citizens National Bank, Cincinnati, 
Ohio 	  
A party through Littie's Express, 33 
Court st, Boston, Mass 	  
J W Lawrence, Portsmouth, Iowa 	  
McCabe & Co, 215 Pearl st, New York, 
NY 	  
Richard Britton, 22 South Gay st, Bal- 
timore, Md 	  
Lawrence Lohrer, 260 West 33d st, New 
York, N Y 	  
A Nicaud, New Orleans, La 	  
Jno T Holland, Gastonia, N C 	  
Geo P Utley, Frost, Tex 	  
First Natioual Bank. Memphis, Tenn 
	  
	
W B Worthen & Co, Little Rock, Ark 
	  
Mary P Bodfish, 33 Summer st, Boston, 
Mass 	  
Mrs. S F Taylor, 23 Avon st, Boston, 
Mass. 	  











A New Christmas Game. 
A Depositor Union National Bank, New 
Orleans, La. .  
Ike Lurie, 121 W. Madison St., Chicago, 
Ill 	  
Max Stadkr, 461 BroadWay, New York, 
N. Y 	  




R' J Gordon, Sacramento, Cal 	  
First National Bank, Ellsworth, Me 
	
 
Chas A Sherman, Boone, Iowa . 	  
Herman Barney, Wilkes Barre, Pa 
	
 
Rev F Mayer, 
	 German Evangelical 
Church, Lansing, Mich 	  
Reutschler 	 & 	 Greashaber, 	 Reading, 
Pa 	  
S Weil, 2d St. and 22d Av., Meridian, 
Miss 	  
A Correspondent through Wells, Fargo 
& Co.'s Bank. San Francisco, Cal 	  
H I Kerschner, Bethlehem, Pa. 	  
C H Briggs, Galion, Ohio 	  
Fred C Paff, Bellows Falls, Vt 	  
Henry Luce, Mint Saloon, Salt Lake 
City, Utah 	  
Geo N Davenport; Springfield, 
	
Hugh T Carlisle, 262 Magazine St 	 , 
New Orleans, La 	  

































































D W Gibbons, 497 Lorain st, Cleve- 
land, 0 	  
A B Warmkessel 7th st, Allentown, Pa. 
Chicopee Nat'l Rank, Springfield, Mass. 
Will Mutschler, Collinsville, Ill . 	  
Jas Lawton, Boston, Mass 	  
John H Havey, 304 West Broadway, 
Boston, Mass 	  
P E Peareson, Harland, Tex, through 
Dyer & Moore, Richmond, Tex 	  
James Doherty, 211 West 46th st, New 
York, N V. 	  
John O'Brien, Fall River, Mass 
	  
Henry Schitihnel, Los Angeles, Cal 	  
Farmers' & Merehants' National Bank 
of Baltimore, Md 	  
Chas L Haffner, Bethlehem, Pa 
	  
J H Maskall for C A File, Dent st, 
Cleveland, 0 	  
E E Caldwell. Indianapolis, Ind 	  
C A Buckingham, U S Express, Chatta- 
nooga, Tenn 
	  
Paul H Koeschert, Davenport, Iowa 
	  
A F Robinson, York, Neb 
	  
Fred Lindall, Tama, Iowa 
	  
W A Nelson, 601 Front st, San Francis- 
co, Cal 	  
F Falkenhahn, 79 Stevenson st, San 
Francisco, Cal 	  
Miss Ellen McGowan, Newport, R I 
	  















































































DRAWING OF AUGUST 13, 1889. 
Henry Ehrman, Colon, U. S. Columbia, 
through J Amsinck & Co., New York 
Chas Meinhardt, 3,407 La Sail, 	 st, St 
Louis, Mo 
	  
A Depositor, Union National 	 Bank, 
New Orleans, La 	  
ino W O'Neil and P 0 Wimberley, 
through First National Bank, Corsi- 
cana, Tex 	  
Anglo-Californian Bank, San Franclscc 
Mrs Florence M Roche, care J B Fe.,- 
nandez, Savannah, Ga 	  
Deputy Jailer Joe Kinchley, Savannah 
Ga 	  
La Fayette Bank of St Louis, Mo 	  
Fourth National Bank, St Louis, Mo.. 
J E St Amand, 	 Gunderson, 	 Mont, 
through 	 First 	 Nat'l 	 Bank, 	 Butte, 
Mont 	  
E W Maslin, San Francisco, Cal 	  
Jas H Raymond & Co, Austin, Tex . 	  
A Barnes, Honolula, Hawaii, Sandwich 
Islands 	  
Fred 	 Sticher, 	 1,805 Commercial ave, 
Cairo, 	 Ill 	  
Alexander County National Bank,Cairo. 
Ill. 	  
The People's Savings Bank, Mobile, 
Ala 	  
First National Bank, Mobile, Ala 	  
A Party in Baltimore, Md, through U 
S Express Co 	  
A Correspondent in Havana, Cuba, 
through F Esteva, New Orleams La. 
A Depositor, New Orleans National 
Bank, New Orleans, La 	 • 	  
A M Bowman, Saltville, Va.... 	
 
G W Denby, Norfolk, Va 	  
The Trader's Nat'l Bank, Fort Worth, 
Tex 	  
Merchants Nat'l Bank, Fort Worth, 
Tex 	  
A E Morales, 15 Obispo st, Havana, 
Cuba 	  
Fred Greenwood, Norfolk, Va 	  
Chas Weissleder, 802 Ninth ave, New 
York, N Y 	  
Amelia Partenheimer, 910 Monroe st, 
St Louis, Mo 	  
Aug Kaltmeyer, 6th and Franklin aves, 
St Louis, Mo 	  
DRAWING OF OCTOBER 15, 1889. 
J M Jannison, Spokane Falls, Wash T. 
Anthony Somariva, care 
	 Hawley & 
Hoops, 271 Mulberry st, New York... 
	
Aug J Miller, 417 South 12th st. St 
	  
Louis, Mo 	  
W P Faucett, Campbellsville, Ky 	  
D H Cheney, Fort Smith, Ark... 	
 
G P Talbott, Danville, Va 	  
H H Harris, Napa, Cal 	  
R Grant, Vine st, Hartford, Ct 	  
H H Fanning, Stockton, Cal 	  
Mariana Romero, Santa Barbara, Cal 
	  
Geo M Walton, Sharon Valley, Ct 
	  
H Neeley, Bigbyville, Tenn 	  
Geo W Lane, Forrest City, Ark 
	  
T J Carlyle, Walla Walla, Wash T 
	  
Geo Jackson, Milwaukee, Wis ..... 
Union 	 Bank of Montreal, 	 Montreal, 
Quebec 
Hansa Mohammed, 128 Clinton Place, 
New York, N 
	  
A Depositor through Louisiana National 
bank, New Orleans, La 	  
M Jordan, Greenville, S C.... 
Adoue & Lobit, Hankers, Galveston, 
Tex 	  
E L Raines, Barnum, Tex. ... 	  
Bowery Bank, New York, N Y 
	  
A correspondent through Wells, Fargo 
& Co's Bank, San Francisco, Cal 
	  
Norton County Bank, Norton, Kas... 
Cora Rogers, South Bend, Ind 
	  
R Geddes, Murray, Pa 	  
Ainsworth 	 National Aank, 	 Portland, 
1.1-ioinas Cruse Savings Bank of Helena, 
Mont 	  
Fl J Goodrich, St Johnsbury, Vt.... 
	  
Joe Schrobilgen, Butte City, Mont 
	  
A correspondent through Wells, Fargo 
& Co's Bank, San Francisco, Cal 
	
 
Wm Finlay, care Ward & Courtney, 
Roswell, N. Mex 
	  
Lawrent Kubler, 304 South 7th st, St 
Louis, Mo 	  
E M Poitevin, Boston, Mass 	  
Michael Stritzlinger, Gretna, La 
	  
H A Harvey, Harvey's Canal, Gretna, 
La 	  
J L Adams, Cincinnati, 0 	  
Sam Raphall, 64 Main st, 
	 Houston, 
Tex 	  
J C Baldwin, 64 	 Main 	 st, 	 Houston, 
Tex 	  
International Bank of St Louis, Mo... 
The Market Nat'l Bank, Cincinnati, 0 	  
P W Nichols, Portland, Me 
	  
DRA WING OF SEPTEMBER xo, 
Christopher Gould, 609 North st,Harris- 
burg, Pa 	  
Mr A Moyer, through City National 
Bank, Denver, Col 	  
First National Bank, Denver, Col 	  
Preston National Bank, Detroit, Mich 
	  
P A Deckler, 631 Nintn ave, New York 
city, N Y 	  
C H Boedeker and Jacob Eisenwohn, 
through City National Bank of Dallas, 
Dallas, Texas 	  
Sam Burns, through National Exchange 
Bank, Dallas, Tex 
	  
Joe L Poncaire and Philip Lacoste, Bay 
Grostete, La 	  
A 	 depositor 	 at 	 Baton 	 Rouge, 	 La, 
through Whitney Nat'l Bank, New 
Orleans, La 	  
National City Bank of Marshall, Mich 	  
Two correspondents 	 through 	 Wells, 
Fargo & Co's Bank of San Francisco, 
Cal 	  
Anglo-Californian Bank,San Francisco, 
Cal 	  
Edward Hance, Trenton, N J 	  
G W Austin, 27 Law Exchange,Buffalo, 
N Y.. 
J F Gossett & Co, So Carrolton, Ky 	  
Dr A W Tamil, Washington, D C 
DRAWING OF NOVEMBER 12, 1889. 
H C Clarke, 721 North Campton ave, St 
Louis, Mo 	  
The Bowery Bank, 62 Bowery, New 
York 	  
A correspondent through Wells, Fargo 
& Co's Bank, San Francisco, Cal 
Joseph Karas, 424 North. Castle st, Bal- 
timore, Md 	  
Merchants 	 National 	 Bank, 	 Topeka, 
Kas 	  
George Feick, 1,109 West Baltimore st, 
Baltimore Md 
	  
Mrs Margaret Viellepigue, Topeka, Kas 
Galion Natfonal Bank, Galion, Ohio 	  
Jno Byrnes, 224 Han lire st, Baltimore. 
Md 	  
Jas Mixon, Osyka, Miss 	  
A depositor, Louisiana National Bank 
New Orleans, La 	  
A depositor Metropolitan Bank New 
Orleans, La 	  
K Haines, 437 Dumaine st, I New Or- 
L 	 Warnick, 	 Treme 	 st, j leans, La j 
1 5,000 
15,000 
DRAWING OF JULY 16, 1889. 
Herman Fisher, St Louis, Mo, 	
 
Two correspondents through Wells, 
Fargo & Co's Bank, San Francisco, 
Cal 
	  
Louis Salade & Edward P Gaylor, Chey- 
enn,e Wy T 
	  
Bank of Cozad, Cozad, Neb 
	  
F Miles James, Boston, Mass 
	  
Manufacturer's National Bank, Boston, 
Mass 	  
Preston National Bank, Detroit, Mich. 
Abraham Weinger, 401 South Canal St., 
Chicago, Ill 	  
Miss Amanda Fisher, 201 Champlain St., 
Detroit, Mich 	  
Eugene Chretien, Jr., 425 Chartres St 	 , 
New Orleans, La 	  
15,000 
The new Christmas game will be very 
fashionable next week. The players 
hunt through their pocketbooks to see 
how much money. they have left. The 
• one who has the most has to buy a pres.-
ent for New Years.-Somerville Journal. 
15,000 
15,000 
VENUE NEW 0t14- 
SIF'PrINGS. 
THE NOVELETTE. 
Entertaloloil Stories by Standard Authors. 1890 1„1111rIrli(1,14,,1‘114,i(11.1 1:1II ';,1 1\  Ile  1:11r.:;('li  it' S1 'II; 1 	 1,1 	 1  111 1 	 r, 1111 	 .1  	 k i11 	 I ‘o)  1,11(,1 0)1\1,1,,:,  1, 1.1,11 s1.)' 	 :10)(til.1(.21'18,1  1„ „ 	 1, 10 	 i'f ill 	 1100k S r 	 411 	 ). 
No. I. TI,,, 	 t, titan ,, 	 Ranker, or I)Ingl(• 	 Hack 
11 
 No, :1. 	 111112;1,1e. 411 	 1)rtigioolitt(s).bii. 
'11(n.,,o '0.,:a.11.. 10,11, or the 'Privateer of Ihe Pewit, 
'I ;Ile or the Ite (inn ion. 	 Ily 	 ,I, I 
.11 	 I . Mum,  
A 14,1t()ry of wenn Lite. lay S,‘ 1 \ mots I 
ts"."I 	 II 	 S t(WY or East (HI' I 00 
Nu, 
No. 2, 
110.5ti if' I 'f a 	 I ir I hi , Si. 	 11r111(11011 	 A 'rate 
BALLOU'S MAGAZINE, 
A Literary Magazine for the Family, 
c4.11.„1111 fig MO1i111111. 90 Pages of 
Entertaining, Instructive and 
Amusing Reading. 
A FIRST-CLASS PUBLICATION WITH A NATIONAL 
REPUTATION. 
Serial Stories by the Hest A uthorm, 
A Choice Varlet y oft 'otat plelle Stories, 
!Coma Awes, Sit etches of Advent sire, 
Blograt ph les, A need otes, Poetry, 
Our 1' ou fig Folks' Story-Teller, 
Ilt 	 11,11'111 4 14 Puzzle it1311,144`, 
The Housekeeper, Clarions Rlatteroo, 
T11ingi4 	 OM! Otherwlite, 
111u1111014111114 Mat1e1', et('. 
ftbi 1i111111, 11 Most ('utnI111.1' I'u111(vttlult for 1''11111 
iteitdialt 	 14101 
A IIANI , 1, \I 	 \ 	 1,( 	 'Hi 	 \1'\\ 	 1,, kr; 
I',\ 14:1t1 Si 11'7,1 'It 1111,W,. 
SUBSCRIPTION PRICE, $1.60 PER YEAR POSTPAID, 
Ity tIll New.vricrolers. 
	 I', 1, u I.w, 
No. 
or 	 I a.trolt Firna 
No, 6, 	 .1 1 	 1"11}24 r, or Lilt' Pirate Mtn; of the 
II"' 	 Its  
No. 6.--(.1rined„ 1 	 1111' 1 olon., Illoner lir \ 11' 
8g1111. 1 A : 1. WY 	 l ' t 'Ii iiilitI 	 111 syItnuus  
111 
	
1). 	 ,,,, 	 1111 , viol 
of 
slut  
,1„„„ 	 11„:1, 
	 A 	 1:.,111;1114,4 , 	 111' 	 1111' 	 M1' :4, 
00 
	
it 	 1 1,1, 	 1 ,11/1 	 1 	 14,11 1111-41 	 A ver111 
No. 8, 	 .1.1‘. Iii 	 ill 	 1111. 	 (11..1.-A. (d" It 
0 No, 9.___I v5111,WI 	 .1:I1.  14. 	 1; 1.1,'Il1;11 1".11.11 	 li..(11.-flifit11. 
.(..;11.111. 1, 	 : 	 1  .1 	 11.11 .11 0 i i, 'I 	 (111(.1(sslit. 	 liy 1 	 1  
No. 1(1. 	 III, 	 oto , 111 	 1114 	 ,11111 11 1114141111'S Or tilt' I(I.V11 -- '  
	





I 	 is 	 II 1.11'.I"' 
	 II'  1; ,111)Insta, 
 
No, 1'2. 	 4)1 I he Sit 	 1 rrtIlo. of the 
.111(1. Free. .1 	 of the Sen. Ily Ned 
No. 1:1, 'I 	 4,1114'1!l1 (d' 	 I.4('11, ol' (1111' 1,1151y 111' 





I 1.1. 	 1 	 ;-.-1.1.1.1c1, III 11.1. 1,1.11 	 111' 	 514 
11i'l 	 '1 JI If 	 fl 	 I ft\ 	 ' 1111111 	 1111' 1.11‘‘. 	 111 :, 4,11l ,„it1 n .1 111:$4., 
'111:1‘, 	 ;-1:111.11 11 111'Ai 	 l'11 111'11131;011, 	 tile 	 I ir 11 1 
11111 I '11,111111'1. 
	 A...,Rtory 	 .‘(1 
or 	 i 1111 't 
 
c '1:1)'lljgir.1)ritg()4 ion. 
	 A 
11d) '11.;. 	 St,rtiggle. Ily 
- ' 
tHlIt 	 kre11.1" 111ti 1 ,; "I
No. 17. 	 V  
I"' 50 "HI "I 	 II"' 	
t,
"1 I I"' 	 .I1/1  I 	 c. 	 01 	 I v ell ( 	 --Y --ellrY 
No. IN.—Noverftiil, or The ('. I101,1rett 	 1'..,1t14.1. 
Tale 	 1(1.11t11110", 	 1'0 111', .1 11 1:, ) 1 / 1 11,W 
ill.- 
	
I lit' 	 1 . 1, 	 I 	 :,1•11 11 	 ()1 	 1111. 
55 tt 1 f 	 5;1111   \ I II' 	 hi' 	 t 	 tutu I i\Cto 	 55 Ili ht. 
1.11'111 	 Si 
N(1., 20.- Tilt , ,( loactio .1 	 1, oi 'I hn Cirandi,' 
Of Hop 	 1, , i,11 Empire,. 	 It\ till 
1 'I )b)), j 
NOT SO EASY. 
I tiocdi; - It I go( ;15 1.111()\1c,ti1't I as you (10, 1'd 
1)1Z1',,INI, 1; 	 II v4 ,11 	 1 1'.~.14';Atctl as I 	 (1001'. 
CLUBS 1 CLUBS I CLUBS I 
NOW IS THE TIME TO FORM CLUBS. 
special 4'11i b T4.1'11114 for the Su low rl p-
thin Season 01" I M90. IVIalte up a Club 
for the 	 year, and get your 
zliie al it Iteilueed Price. 
TWO' COPIES. ONE YEAR. 
	 $2.60. 
THREE COPIES, ONE YEAR, 3.75. 
FOUR su1.1 111,.5s, 01111' 1'411 !IVO 1)1)1101r$, $1.25 
111111 It III ' iIt 1,1111 
	 r I 	 I 	 1'4111 to till' 141'11111 	 111, 
or 	 chub, or Ir I \ I 	 HI.", 
 1111.11', 	 it), ()N1? 111 11 1, 
each 	 W11111,111-, 111 ill, 	 i':111 1“' 1111411e 111 lilt' S111111.1 
1111'11 
A Club of Ten Subscribers, $10.00, 
1 /NE DOLIAlt 	 (.1..t t ill It eon), gnats ono 
year to•gotIer-uo of t I14' 11111i 
	
giving 1111'111111.1N 	 1111* 111111 the 1 /1 '111111 111' 0110 
1.111111 	 nti13,4 $14.010 0111'11, /1111111 	 1 	 ;111) 	 III '11.144:11/11 
	 1•1111 	 1111'ul'111
.10 
11 1.11.11,101.  ton /41111S01'1111.1 , 11ois sevildng a (.(1113, gratis. 
.‘,11 post paid. 
THE NOVELETTE, Illustrated. 
Several employi.s of t lie Texas Sift - 
ings Publishing Company have invested 
in the \VeIP-.ter shoes, and they ale so 
enthusiast e ov er their excellence and 
their Stipei lot 6., over other shoes at Ilk.  
s;inteDrier', that the\ have 11111)oittinc41 
us to express their ()piling in ol the shoes 
in 	 this ((down. 	 The 	 _.elitlenten \v Ito 
have 	 the shoes sa\ !hat Ito N have 
never seen anyt lung to equal them in 
ease, tit, condi irt and tenacity in the 
matter of \year, They are thick-soled, 
\vater-proof, atul just the thing lin \\' ill- 
tt'r \\Petty. They are a very 	 eta 
thing front the ttr;.; shoe von see adver-
tised by other parties. $5.5o is the price 
either hy m ail or eNpreSS, 	 All% T. \V. 
\Vet istel 	 • liarant(es the lit. 	 I Iis tatlttress 
is 	 tss. 
N4). 21, 
-'hill' 1.11;ilitoill  of the Sett, or the tied 'Foss 
and 	 'hi, 	 A Story of Roston 0a .N. 
and Inc 51.etIltei !Artisan. 	 Francis A. Dar!, 
Niue. 
No. 22,--The Texan liravo, or Litt' 1,ouo Star of Texas, 
A Tale of Early Life 1t I 110 81111111Wesi, Ity 
• Dr. J. H. Robinson. 
or the smoggier or the No.: M.—The Dancing Star, 
tlitesapoitko. A 	 1, 	 ki'N .of se: anti 
Shore. 13y Capt. 	 I;iliti Hi. 
No. 2.1.---The Bravo's Secret, t It 11, .-;1)y of the Ten. A 
Venetian Story of I to , 1, ,,nricentli Century. 
sly Sylvantim Cobb, .11'. 
No. '25.-- Captal,n Belt, or the ltticcalicor of Ili, 
A Romantic 	 and shore, son an n re, It) F. 
Clinton
t O r )ii  bil  ‘ , i‘l111:!:' `1- l 1-Iti:. II.  No. 211.--T 	 Ivenriill, Bandit. A Story 
Of tire 	 , 	 11) Lieut. 
No. 	 2-1.-1'111r111  ,,,,oll, or "I 111.  St'111.11'40 ill 111c \ 111 tilt's. 
A ;tort 
	
1,1' 	 111111 Short', 	 111 	 It :11111s 
No. V..----1(17.'t(b  t)r i,  Royal Yacht, or I mt.tatr the N\';11 i,*,. Is 	 A 
Revolutionary Romance of Sea mid 1.1t nit 
 
By Sylvennso)nn, Jr. 
No. 29.-7110 Royal iircors, or The Scout ol' the Sus 
qtlehalor, 0 Tait+ of I hr 	 or Wyoming. 
No. 30._TRhy Dr.tri i II Robinson 
st I 
"ger 	 1111111  
4.. ‘V. 
23 lInvk 	 „ 110mt011, Nlik4s., I 
tit onlard Authors, 1141,1114 9.111111111k Stork., hy 
, 
Ballou's Magazine and the Novelette,—
COMBINED. 
01114414/111, , one \ 4'111. 	 \ 44\ 1'11'111' „.44,'„' CIO; 
TN\ cill 	 4111 1,,t 	 $3.00. 
 
C. W. Studley, Publisher, 
23 Hawley St., Boston, Mass. 
PATTERN 
SIM 	 " W0'11, \\ 0'11, 	 PH), he said I'd 
Hover get 10 heaven, but here I am. 
One of the Coal Passers --i"rhis isn't 
heaven, you chump. This is the other 
















WORLD. OGLE PROPRIETORS AND MANUFAOTURIIRS. 
A New Departure. 
There \vas a. time \viten magazines. 
\vere not illustrated, and a:‘_;aiii tittle \\ 
a time \\Then they \vele 11111s11;th'il 
ver y crude anti et);ll'se 	 sonit, 
of then) that \vere the l)est of their class 




figure :II the present time. The advance 
in hoth ar tistic illustrations and in the 
quality and style of the letter-press of 
some ‘if these publications has 1 wen re 
mai I.ahlc. 	 In no oilier publication is 
this improvement more mailed than in 
the Ne\V Vol I, Ledger, 	 the daN 
of its foundation by 1:olii.•rt funnel', 
nearly litrty years ago, it lilts al \vays 
lieen the best of its class. 	 It has had a 
11111111)er of linitatois 1)iit never a real 
i\,11. 	 1Zo1)eiI 	 ki:pt ahead 
of tilt' other 	 \ pap is liv securing the 
lies( literary :ind zutistic talent that from 
time to time couhl 1)(:' ol)taine(I and i)y 
adding, without r(_.go,r(1 to 	 , 	 im- 
provements, ;II tistic, mechanical and 
oi I ler \\ Ise, as in-ogress anti invention 
placed \\it hin his leach, Rtil)ert konner's 
Sons, \vortIly successors of the founder 
of the p 	 , arc 	 the publishers of 
the Ledger, 	 \\Mile :all the hest of the  
old features ttl the 1,edgei have been re-
tained, tlie\,  hay(' adileel so ilutily ne\v 
ones that it 	 is 	 110 \\' 	 lt 	 11111C11 	 11110•1' 
	 1);.11)4'1' 
111.111 it 11;t -, 	 I10A'11, 	 It has 1)t.0'11 en- 
larged to sixteen pages, :mil is ()VOL 
	 \" 
Sortie' 	 1110St, 
poets, preachers , Slatcs1110'11 	 IltlVt'llStS 
11.1\1. 14'0'11 cllg'ilgt_stl It) \VI Ile tor its col- 
1111111s., 
	 II IS Wort' Hiatt 
	 -:t01'\• ll;11)0.`1' ; it 
is all iliSlt110'livc ;11141 cillIcaii0)11:11 tilaga-
/ine that in Mei ary excellence and moral 
tone has ft. \\' equals, N,.4\\1111,-,-.1.1.[Itliii3O„,  
all 	 tilt' 	 11111)1 ,,\ 	 litic4' 	 is 	 toil v 
year. AV'(' eonlmlca,tI tiic 
Ne\v 	 c(il_l:er 
it 	 l!'-; :1 III iogreL,ivi.. ')aper by 
	
101' 	 )1'Ic. 
iT Is 
	
\ 	 0 0 I 
 I 	 !Li t.  0 -,1 11\10,, 	 lir- 011‘ t 	 \I I 1:01 t ,I 	 \\it t 
IN 	 HO 	 III 	 \\ II I 
	 I 	 I 	 \ 	 I II I, 	 \11,  
	
1;1, 1, 11; 	 \I I. 1,1s1 	 4 ,1 1111 
	 111 ‘11 \\11 I 	 1 	 11 	 1 , ', 	 1\11111,10 it 
	 1;11.111 	 1, 1:11,: 11;1 \I 	 \ 1 	 R \RI 
\Ii It R,,,,10 	 1101 
	 1;1. 	 tit Ar 	 0.\\ 
e 	 l' 	 1 	 I Ilk 	 10 OII,11 
	 1;11 1 11'1 .q 
	 1'1;1(1., \ 	 Ittt t 1 11(S. 
	 In' 111 	 1;1 ..11,11 1;1 I t I VI' 
11,11, I 	 l'Rrss, OR 1'. 0. 4 ,H101A. 
Eyesight and Hearing Restored. 





et; 5T11 AVE., NEW YORK, U. S. A. 
Iry 	 Special Arrangement so it li I )1,2.1\1()RES1''S 
FA NI I I,N.7 1\IAG AZ I N 	 the Greatest of all Faniily 
\ve 11(, 
 enabled to male every one of our 
lady readers a haiiiIsiune present, 
(~'tit out this 	 and inclose it tcoyilh a two-cent 
stamp for velum postage and \
- our iraint‘ and ad-
dress) to \V. Jennings I )einiirest, 15 Fast Lith Street, 
Ne\y york, awl you will receive, by vet inrn mail a 
full-size pattern, illu.-;trated and fully describe(l, of 
t:31(1:8(.:3181'(::\s4sSt,Q,011L1T111\''\'' (\ dt IIP"11t  ).(_slilik25  'i1(ts.)  he size desired, Bust, 34. 
A 7,1141\11.1'11 	 ).("\ (0 , )1 Rvili''NSrl()*S 	 iI:	 t ;tit 
	 A- tth;e 
holder to Ow selection of 
	 \ \ 	 1 I I i;\ illustrated 
Ill ativ number itt the 'Magazine, ;mil ix \\\ (ft 
stirs manufactured, 111.11.ill2: (lilting the year Twelve 
Patterns, valued at lion, 20 cents to 30 cents each. 
This is 
	 most 	 oiler ; mid ladies are 
'calming that, hesides having the best 1,itei :try and Dipeototre Basque. 
Household Al.n.;a/ine that is pliblislie(1„ they eau 
save bet \veen 
	 and S4.00 per year by sill 	 furl- I 114, NI( )R EST's u.\, \l 11. \1.\(;AZIN E, \\Mich 
	 acknoNvledged, to be the be,,t Limit\ 
	 in 	 \\ 4 ,11.41. 
\kin \ ,appose 1 / 	 ) ktiT'S to he a fashiim maga lilt'. 	 1111', is a vjcat 
It 	 undoubtedly contains the links( 1" \
-dit( ) N 1 >i 
	 \k. I \ON I 01 .01\ 111,1:1,1111C 
hilt this is the case from tile tact that g,leat enterprise and experience are 
slim\ II, so that each department is equal to a 
	 ill itself, 	 Iis subscribing for 1 )1;',',11( )1X11,
'S'I'S FAMILY N.\(;AZINF, you really get a do./ell mag.i.'ines to 
one, and secure ttimiseinc•iit and instruction for the \\Thole famil\ 
	 It contains 
Stories, Poems, and other Literary .Itti';1011,)11S, illell101111g ArliSt10', 
	 dl('lllltie, ;11111 
Household matters, and isII 111S,1".1,t Ast. \\ It 11 original Steel rin.iiavins, Photo 
gravures, Oil Pictures, and tine NVoodents, making it the \Iiii1(1 \lagazlile of 
.\ 
4 ',11 IS sillos0'1'11.1110IIS $2.(10 ; Or it you prefer, \ 1111 can send 'so cents for a three 
trial ; foi a trial is only needed to eon\ ince you that Stilt can get tett tunes 
thk' 	 of the Money paid. 	 Single copies kdont:uIll ng Pattern ('4)111nnl) 2(4 ccills. 
W. JENN1NCS DEMOREST, PUBLISHER,  
15 East 14th Street, New York. 
One Way Out of It. 
is leverton ---" S.I\ old Mall, l'Ill ill it IIX, 
got to go to a ball to-night and these 
dress trouser-, :V (' iearfully bagg 	 \\ hat 
\\ mild you do 
)itsita\v;1\ ((hong- 11111(11v)- --" llrush your 
hair straight hack, neglect your nails, 
don't dance, and they'll thinl, you are a 
genius." ---Clothier and Purnisher. 
`TZXAS 
All Explained. 
The question arises: " Why does a 
green Christmas make a fat graveyard ?" 
The green weather depreciates the price 
and quality of the turkey, engenders 
gluttony, produces repletion and apoplexy 
and adds to the corpulency of the ceme-
tery and the bank-account of the under-
taker.—Lowell Citizen. 
The only Complexion Powder, in the 
world that is without vulgarity, without 
injury to the user, and without doubt a 
beautifier, is Pozzoni's. 
A Tramp Scheme. 
" Oh, tut! That's a tramp scheme." 
" Tramp scheme ? What the deuce do 
you mean by a tramp scheme ?'' 
" Oh, it won't work."—The Jury. 
R. R. R. 
The Lothrop Magazines. 
WIDE AWAKE 
" The brightest of the children's magcs- 1890 
zines."—Springfield Republican. 
	
A Merry Year 
A Good Year 
FOR THE YOUNGER YOUNG PEOPLE. 
The Best Magazine for Young People 
and the FantAlly. 
FIVE GREAT SERIALS FOR 1890. 
That Boy Gid. By WILLIAM O. STODDARD. The 
rugged, reticent boy of the farm, his charming sister, 
the village neighbors. 
The New Senior at Andover. By HERBERT D. 
WARD. School Life in Famous Andover. 
The Sons' of the Vikings. By HJALMAR HJORTH 
BOYESEN. A Jolly serial of modern Norse boys. 
Bony and Ban, one of the best of the MARY HART-
WELL CATHERWOOD serials. 
Sealed Orders. By CHARLES REMINGTON TALBOT. 
An amusing , adventure story of "wet sheets and a 
flowing sea.' 
SERIES OF ARTICLES AND STORIES, 
Confessions of an Amateur Photographer. 
By ALEXANDER BLACK. Six practical and amusing 
articles. 
Lucy Pervear. First of a series of graphic North 
Carolina sketches by MARGARET SIDNEY. 
Tales of Old Acadie. A dozen powerful true 
stories. By GRACE DEAN MCLEOD. 
The Will and the Way Stories. By JESSIE BEN-
talTONesFR. EMONT. Twelve true stories; strong, ringing 
The Puk-Wudjies. By L. J. BRIDGMAN. The 
Funny Indian Fairy Folk. 
Business Openings for Girls and Young 
Women. A dozen really helpful papers by SALLIE 
JOY WHITE. 
Twelve more Daisy-Patty Letters. By Mrs. Ex-
Governor CLAFLIN. 
Twelve School and Play-Ground Tales. The 
first will be " Lambkin ; Was He a Hero or a 
Prig? " by HOWARD PYLE, the artist. Postal-Card 
Votes and Cash Prizes. 
Many Short Stories and Illustrated Articles. 
oa.-- The Christmas Number, enlarged, 16 pages, to 
admit a great serial of adventure, by GRANT ALLEN, 
entitled Wednesday the Tenth ; A Tale of the 
South Pacific. 
Wide Awake is $2.40 a year. New vol. begins 
December. 
Instantly relieves and soon cures Colds, Sore 
Throat, 'Bronchitis, Pleurisy, Stiff Neck, all 
congestions and inflammations, whether of 
the Lungs, Kidneys, or Bowels. 
RHEUMATISM, NEURALGIA, 
Headache, Toothache, Weakness or Pain in 
the Back, Chest or Limbs, by one application. 
Internally in water for all internal pains, 
flatulency, Heartburn, Sick Headache, Sea-
sickness Nervousness, Sleeplessness, Palpi-
tation of the Heart, Chills and Fever and 
Malaria. 
50c. a bottle. All Druggists. 
ADWAY'S 
PILLS, 
An excellent and mild Cathartic, Purely 
Vegetable. The Safest and Best Medicine 
in the world for the Cure of all Disorders of 
the 
LIVER, STOMACH OR BOWELS. 
Taken according to directions they will re-
store health and renew vitality. 
Price 25 cts. a Box. Sold by all Druggists' 




54 East 10th Street, 	 New York. 
Sample Photograph on Application. 
DOCS FOR SALE. 
Gordon Setters, Collies and 
Irish Terriers. 
Full grown dogs and puppies of above breeds al-
ways on hand. Full pedigreeS and prize winners. 
Address Chestnut Hill Kennels, 
PHILADELPHIA,0PA. 
An Illustrated Monthly, devoted to Young Folks. 
For Sunday and Week-Day Reading. 
ISABELLA M. ALDEN (Pansy), } Editors. G. R. ALDEN, 
New Serials by PANSY and MARGARET SIDNEY. 
FELIX OSWALD, M. D., will give a series of papers. 
New volume begins with November. $1.00 a year. 
D. LOTHROP COMPANY, Boston. 
Specimens of the four Lothrop Magazines, 15 cents; 
of any one, 5 cents. Full Prospectus and Club rates free. 
LANTERNS &Views 
r Sale and wanted. 
Music Baxes,Organettes, Pho-
to. Outfits. STEAM ENGINES. 
ectrtc ec antcal Nove rtes, 4-c, Catalogues Free. 
HARBACH & CO., 809 Filbert St., Philada., Pa. 
MAGIC 
JOHN F. STRATTON & SON, 





























c UTF INTISC 
CATALOGUE FREE. 
CHRISTMAS BOX FREE! 
HOLIDAY GIFTS FOR THE LADIES! 
Tare LA DIMS' WORLD is an elegant and refined periodical for 
'lilies and the fatiitly. Each number consists of 16 large pages, 
64 columns of en-
tertaining and in-
sti uctive reading 
matter and beauti-
ful illustrations. 
It contains Serial 




" Ladies' Fancy 
Work," " Fashion 
Department," 
"The Family Doe. 
tor," "Our Boys and 
Girls," " Mother's 
Department," " Etiquette," "Home Decoration," etc. Every 
lady is delighted with this charming paper. We desire to at 
once double its already mammoth circulation, and in order to 
introduce it into thousands of homes where It is not already 
known, we now make the following extrkordinary offer: Upon 
receipt of only Twenty-Five Cents (postage stamps. silver 
or postal note), we will send The Ladies' World for Three 
Months, and we will also send to each subscriber, Free and 
post- paid, our new Christmas Box, containing all the followin 
valuable and useful holiday presents: Ten elegant Christmas 
Cards in beautiful colors,pialu and embossed, alone worth the cost 
of this entire combination' 15 Perforated Parchment Stamping 
Patterns, specially designed for working embroidery on Christ-
mas presents; 1 Perfume Sachet, to be placed in bureau drawer, 
handkerchief box, or elsewhere—elegant and durable ; 1 Ladies' 
Needle Book, containing three papers good needles, assorted 
sizes, also 15 mixed cotton and yarn deniers, tape needle, etc. ; 
2 Handsome Japanese Lamp Mats, ornamental and useful ; 1 
Tortoise Shell Hair Ornament, very fashionable ;1 Steel Crochet 
Hook, for fine work, and 1 Bone Crochet Hook, for coarser work. 
Remember, we send the Xmas Box, containing all the above, 
also our paper three months, for only 25 cents; flvesubscriptions 
and five Christmas Boxes will be sent for $1.00. Satisfaction 
guaranteed or money refunded. We refer to any publisher is 
N. Y. as 'o our reliebility. Do nor miss thin chalice I A iliireFf S. iI. 310021E & CO., 21' Park Place, New York 
FREE TO F. A.M. 2 Beautiful Engravings of 
ancient Masonic Scenes, also large illustrated 
Catalogue of Masonic books and goods with 
bottom prices. Grand illustrated work for 
Agents. trv- Beware of the spurious Masonic books. REDDING & Co., Masonic Publishers 
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NOS. 149 TO 155 EAST 14TH STREET. NEW TORN. 
Sevier Station, in the North Carolina 
mountains, knew nothing of the high 
significance which modern thought at-
taches to the great festival of the Christ-
mas year. It was the day, however, on 
which Colonel Royall sent, before break-
fast, a bumper of foaming egg-nog to 
every white man and waman in the 
clarin'. Every negro who asked for it 
had " a warmin' '' of whisky at the 
colonel's expense. It was the day, too, 
on which Squire Barr gave his annual 
tremendous dinner of turkey and chicken 
pie, at which the siK families of the vil-
lage all sat down together. Mrs.. Mis-
soury Barr, also, made a practice of 
sending dishes of roast pork and hominy, 
or 'possum stewed -in 'rice and molasses, 
or some such delicacy, to every negro 
cabin. There was a general interchange 
of gifts ; brierwood pipes, or pinchbeck 
scarf-piris, or cakes of soap in the shape 
of dog's heads, all of which elegant. trifles 
had been purchased from traveling 
peddlers months before, and stored away 
for the great occasion. Nobody was for-
gotten, from the squire to the least pick-
aninny in the quarters. 
There was a vague idea throughout 
the clarin' that the day was one in which 
to be friendly. and to give old grudges the 
go-by ; " the Lord was supposed, foi- some 
reason, to be nearer at hand on that day 
than usual, though not so near as to 
make anybody uncomfortable. 
Father Ruggles, the jolly old Metho-
dist itinerant, was up in the mountains, 
and had sent word he was coming down 
for his Christmas dinner. 
He'll ask a blessin' on. the meal, 
thank 'Heaven ! '' said Mrs. Missoury, 
with a devout sigh., 
The squire hurried with the news to 
the colonel. 
" It'll be a big occasion," he said, tri-
umphantly. " Father Ruggles '11 be 
equal to a turkey himself. I depend on 
you foh makin' de coffee, Colonel. Sam's 
that eggsited now he doan know what 
oston, Man; . 	 he's about." 
Suhtenly,  , suhtenly ! But really, Mrs. 
Missoury 'd better double de supply of 
mince pie," he suggested, anxiously. 
" Father Ruggles is tahrible fond of 
mince."—Rebecca Harding Davis. 
MR. LEE. " Why, Addie, you needn't cry about 
it ! I only said, Mrs. Allen was a very well in-
formed woman, and I wished you would follow her 
example." 
MRS. LEE. " Yes, and last week you said you 
wished I could manage to look as stylish as Mrs. 
Allen—and she makes all her own clothes. But she 
has what I haven't." 
MR. LEE. " What is that ? " 
MRS. LEE. " Well, she gets all of her informa-
tion from the Magazine they take. I admit that 
she knows all that is going on, and is bright and 
entertaining in conversation ; but I could do as 
well as she does if I had the same source of 
information. She lent me the last number of her 
Magazine lately, and I learned more in one hour's 
reading, about various social matters and the 
topics of the day, than I would pick up in a month 
by my occasional chats with friends. It certainly 
covers every topic of interest, from the news of 
the day down to the details of housekeeping ; 
and everything is so beautifully illustrated, too. 
Every time Mamie goes over to the Allens' she 
comes back and teases me to get you to take 
Demorest's Family Magazine, as the stories are 
so good. Even the boys watch for it every month, 
as a place is found for them also in its pages ; and 
Mr. Allen swears by it. It is really wonderful how 
it suits every member of the family ! ' 
MR. LEE. " Well, perhaps I had better send for 
a Specimen Copy ; for, if it is anything like what 
you say it is, it will amuse and instruct the whole 
of us." 
MRS. LEE. " I see that W. Jennings Demorest, 
the publisher, is East i4th Street, New York, is 
offering to send a Specimen Copy for ro conts, so 
we can't lose anything, as each number contains 
a ' Pattern Order' entitling the holder to any 
Pattern she may choose, and in any size—which 
alone makes each copy worth 30 cents ; and Ijust 
want a jacket pattern like Mrs. Allen's. The 
subscription price is only $2.00 a year ; and I 
must say I can't see how they can publish so 








is is the one magazine
y 	
in the world that brings 
p ha 	 hours for bab and restful hours for mamma 
in the
y 
nursery. Dainty stories, poems, jingles, pic-
tures. Large type, heavy paper—only 50 cents a year. 
New Volume begins January. 
Our Little Men and Women. 
This is a magazine for little folks beginning to 
read for themselves. Seventy-five full-page pictures 
and hundreds of smaller ones. $1.00 a year. New 






AUTOMATIC ?N THE PANSY. Price 
$10 REVOLVER. 
Invested a Dollar and Realized a 
Million. 
Unequalled for Symmetry, Beauty, Ma-
terial, and Workmanship. With Safety 
Catch, impossible to throw barrel open when dis-
charged. New Patent. 38 calibre, using S. & 
W. C. F. Cartridge". Do not buy until you have 
examined this. If you buy a genuine Swift 
Double-Action Revolver, you are sure to 
have as perfect a Pistol as can be made. 
Sent postpaid on receipt of price. Send 6c. in stamps, for our 100 pane illustrated catalogue of 
Guns, RVI-es, Revolvers, Police Goods, etc. 
John P. Lovell Arms Co., Mfrs., Boston, Mass. 
Brown and his friend Perkins were 
talking about investments. 
"Once I invested $1 ,000 in real estate," 
said Perkins, " and doubled it in less 
than six months. That was the best 
investment I ever made. Pretty good, 
wasn't it ?•" 
" I've done better than that," said 
Brown. " Two years ago I was told by 
all my friends that I was going into 
' consumption, and I thought they were 
right about it. I had a dry, hacking 
cough, no appetite, my sleep came by fits 
and starts, and seemed to do me no 
good, and often there was a dull, heavy 
pain in my chest. I kept growing weaker 
and weaker, and at last night-sweats set 
in. I thought it was all up with me then. 
I had consulted two doctors and taken 
quarts of their medicine, and received no 
benefit from it. One day I happened to 
read something about Dr. Pierce's Golden 
Medical Discovery, and I made up my 
mind to give it a trial, but I didn't expect 
it would help, me. I invested a dollar 
in a bottle of it, and it helped me from 
the first dose. It helped and it cured 
me, and when I compare my present 
good health with the miserable health of 
two years ago I think I am safe in saying 
that my investment- was a much better 
one than yours. You can't reckon health 
by any measure of dollars and cents : if 
you could I should say that I had realized 
at least a million from my Sr.00 invest-
ment." ,The " Golden Medical Dis-
covery " is guaranteed to benefit or cure 
in all diseases for which it is recom-
mended or money paid for it will be 
refunded. 
Importers of and Wholesale Dealers in all kinds of 
Musical Merchandise 
Violins, Guitars, Banjos, Mandolines, 
ACCORDIONS, HARMONICAS, &c. 
ALL KINDS OF STRINGS, ETC. 
No Goods at Retail. 
Dealers please Send for Catalogue. 
110REST'S 
all Family 
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) 20 cents' 
GRIND11(1)nVit"eal, OysterSh llsGraham Flour & Corn .in the 
;HAND MI 11(itg." 1000er cent. more made in keeping Poultry. Also POWER MILLS and 
FARM 'EE I) MILLS. CircularsandtgstimonialE 
sent on application. WILSON BROS. Easton. 
II , "--`PA. 
7-)  Co  
C-4 4 	 " 
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i.?Ar9fil*  • 
CURE 
Cigars at $35 per 1,000, or any • other of our Cigars 
worth $30 per thousand and upward, which may be 
all of one brand or assorted to suit, we will, upon re-
quest, send to your address, post-paid, the three 1°1 
lowing papers: America, Texas Siftings and the 
Chicago Weekly Times for one year. 
R. W. Tansill dir Co., 
55 STATE STREET, CHICAGO. 
• 
Depot, 220 6th ave 
this paper. 
DYSPEPTICS  (incurable preferred) wanted. POPP'S POLIKLINIK, Philadelphia, Pa. Book free. Men-
tion TEXAS SIFTINGS. 
	 • 
A GOODRICH, ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,, 124 Dear • born St., Chicago, Ill. Advice free. 21 years' 
experience. Business quietly and legally transacted. 
$3.75 A DAY And steady work right at home for any man or lady. Write 
at once. Franklin Co., Richmond, Va. 
AGENTS wanted. $1 an hour. 50 new articles. Catalogue and sample Free. C. E. MARSHALL, 
Lockport, N. Y. 
$5 o $Sa day.  Samples worth 
841 5FR tELirsnotunderlcrsesfeei.	 e Brew- 
,  ster Safety Rein Holder Co., Holly, Mich 
M ADAME GIO.V ANNINI, 103 East 61st street. Young Ladies' Home School of Music, Languages, Elo-
cution and Painting. English Department. Terms 
moderate. 
323  0 A MONTH. AgentsWanted. 90 beet sell. log articles in the world. 1 sample Free,. Address JAY BRONSON, Detroit, Mich. 
TURKISH HAIR C ROWER. Warranted to grow a beautibil moustache on the face or hairon 
bald heads,without injury,in 3 w'ks or money refunded. The ori-
ginal and only reliable article of the kind on the market. Use no 
worthless imitations. One pkg.15 ete.2 for 25 cts.6 for5O cte.,pp. A fortune for ams. TREMONT MAN'O CO„Sta,A,Boston,Me. 
A
MILLION BOOKS, rare, curious, current, in stock. 
Almost given away. Libraries supplied cheaper 
than at any book store in the world. Libraries 
and books bought. Mammoth Catalogue free. LEG-
GAT BROTHERS, 81 Chambers Street, 3d door West 
of City Hall Park. New York. • 
PISO'S CURE FOR 
CURES WHERE ALL ELSE FAILS. 	 cri 
Best Cough Syrup. Tastes good. Use 
in time. Sold by druggists. 
" CONSUMPTION !A 
A 
• Don't hawk, hawk, blow, spit, and 
disgust everybody with your. offensive' 
breath, but use Dr. Sage's Catarrh 
Remedy and end it. 5o cents, by drug-
gists. 
She Had. 
Clarksby--"Good morning, Mrs. Gadby. 
Shopping, I see." 
Mrs. Gadby—"Yes ; I've been picking 
up a few little things for Christmas." 
C. 	 I havn't seen Mr. Gadby 'on 
'Change' lately.".  
Mrs. G. (laconically) — " I have !"—
Time. 
Are free from all crude and irritating 
matter. Concentrated medicine only. Carter's 
Little I iver Pills. Very small ; very easy to take ; 
no pain ; no griping ; no purging. Try them. 
A Natural Iuference. 
Jack (with sporting tendencies)—" I 
say, sis, have you read this splendid ac-
count of ' The Big. Foot Race ?' " 
Carrie (Wooed by a Chicagoan)—" No,. 
of course not. I never read any of those 
hateful things about Chicago girls."—
Pittsburg Bulletin. 
..•••••••••• 411 a•W 
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Stop that 
CHRONIC COUGH NOW! 
A Literary Feast. 	 • 
The prospectus of Harper's Magazine 
promises us a literary feast for 189o. 
Harper's has always been in the front 
rank among the magazines. The im-
provement, both artistic and otherwise, 
made in all the leading magazines during 
the last decade has been notable, but it is 
safe to assert that no one has shoWn a 
more marked advance than has Harper's. 
When a new number reaches us we think 
surely the limit of improvement and ex-
cellence has been reached, and that 
nothing will ever excel the number be-
fore us, but .as the days go around, an-
other number comes, and we realize that 
it is better than the best that has 
gone before. The illustrations in this 
magazine are magnificent works of art, 
far beyond anything that we would have 
dreamed of a few years ago. The literary 
matter is' of most excellent quality. The 
contributors are the leading writers in 
their respective lines of literary work, 
and the variety in theme and style and 
story causes it to be eagerly read by men 
and women of all degrees and of varied 
tastes. Harper's is surely the monarch 
of the monthlies. 
In Other Lands. 
The word Christmas is almost identical 
with the word kirmes. In the days when 
Elizabeth was queen Christmas was not 
seldom written Kyrsomas. In Holland 
where the kermis is a national institution 
Christmas is called Kerstijd (Christmas-
tide) and. the festival of Christmas 
Kermis, Christmasday is called Kersdag 
and Christmas pies are Kerskeck. In 
the Scandinavian countries, Denmark, 
Norway and Sweden and Finland, Christ-
mas is known as Jul, the same word as 
the English Yule. In France Christmas 
is Noel, that is, the nativity. In Spain 
it is Navidad, in Portugal Natal, in Italy 
Natale, all these signifying the nativity. 
In Germany it is Weihnacht, Christmas-
tide being Weihnachtzeit. In Wales it is 
Nadolig, meaning the nativity. 
There is an ancient superstition that at 
midnight on Christmas eve the cattle in 
their stalls fall down on their knees in 
adoration of the infant Saviour in the 
same manner as the legend describes 
them to have done in the stable at 
Bethlehem. Bees are also said to sing in 
their hives at the same time, and bread 
baked on Christmas eve, it is averred, 
never becomes mouldy.—Exchange. 
Of Pure Cod Liver Oil and 
HYPOPHOSPHITES 
Of Lima 'Azad. IS czclia- 
It Is almost as palatable as milk. Far 
better than other so-called Emulsions. 
A wonderful flesh producer. 
1 Scott's Emulsion 
There are poor imitations. Get the genuine.)  
TEXAS SI Fk TINOS. 22 
FREE! 84 Page 
	 Seals, Stamps, 
CATALOGUE. STENCILS Brands, &c. S. W. REES & CO., 29 Church St., N.Y. 






druggists, or by mail. iSam- 
pies FREE. Address ' Ana-
kesis," Box 2416, New York. 
Sick Headache and relieve all the troubles inci-
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &a: While their most 
remarkable success has been shown in curing 
I CURE FITS! 
When I say cure I do not mean merely to stop them 
for a time and then have them return again. I mean 
radical cure. I have made the disease of FITS, EPIL-
EPSY or FALLING SICKNESS a life-long study. 
warrant my remedy to cure the worst cases. Because 
Dthers have failed is no reason for not now receiving a 
Cure. Send at once for a treatise and a Free Bottle 
Df my infallible remedy. Give Express end Post Office. 
II. G. ROOT, iii. 0.,183 Pearl St. New York. 
SICK NEW PUBLICATIONS. THE MAN FROM THE WEST 
A NOVEL. 
Descriptive of Adventures, 
FROM THE CHAPPARAL TO WALL ST. 
BY A WALL STREET MAN. 
Printed from New, Large Type. Bound in Paper Cov-
ers. Price Fifty Cents. 
POLLARD & MOSS, Publishers, 
42 Park Place and 37 Barclay Street, N. Y 
Headache, yet Carter's Little Liver Pills are 
eqUally valuable in Constipation, curing and pre-
venting this annoying complaint,while they also 
correct all disorders of the stomach,stimulate the 
liver and regulate the bowels. Even if they only 
cured HEAD 
Ache they would be almost priceless to those who 
Suffer from this distressing complaint; but fortu-
natel:y- their goodness does not end here,and those 
who once try them will find these little pills valu-
able in so many ways that they will not be wil-
ling to do without them. But after all sick head A GREAT COMBINATION. 456.....cals  ACHE COLD CHARITY. FIRST TRAMP—Guess we'll have to live on charity this winter. You know 
they say charity begins to hum. 	 ' 
SECOND TRAMP—Well, it hasn't begun to hum with me yet. 
Is the bane of so many lives that here is where 
we make our great boast. Our pills cure it while 
others do not. 
Carter's Little Liver Pills are very small and 
very easy to take. One or two pills make a dose. 
They are strictly vegetable and do not gripe or 
pUrge, but by their gentle action please all who 
use them. In vials at 25 cents ; five for $1. Sold 
by druggists everywhere, or sent by mail. 
CARTER MEDICINE CO., New York. 	 • 
Sma 	
a • 
Pills hall Dose, Small nicer 
(Illustrated) The Great Humorous Paper, The Witty 
Wonder of the Age. 
OFFER No. 683. . 
With a mail order on this offer for 1,000 
He Knew Him. 
" Have you ,any paper collars ?" he 
'asked, as he sidled into the store on tip-
toe. 
" Certainly, , sir," replied the affable 
clerk. " Will one be enough ? How is 
everything in East St. Louis? "—Clothier 
and Furnisher. 
Ask 	 our store-keeper for a bundle of COLGAN's 
TAFFY-I'OLU. It's delicious. 
Wanted. Bottled Electricity pays $50 a 
day. Address Box 443, Chicago, Ill. 
PHOTOS Lo;HeluyR  BEeratos, sLayleA,loorne 1 Tc .1(4(c.; 58 
AGENTS READ WHAT Dr. Campbell's Lile Renewing 
Safe Arsenic Complexion Wafers 
Have Done. 
A Grand Island, Neb., lady writes 
" Please send me a $1 box of Dr. 
Campbell's Arsenic Complexion 
Wafers for they 'are doing me so 
much good I do not wish to neglect 
taking them, my health is greatly 
improved while my complexion is 
smooth as satin and rapidly be-
coming as clear as the creamy 
petals of a calla lily." By mail $1 
N. Y. All druggists. Mention 
LO P C D 
15TYPEIIRITt 
Catalogue free. Address Typewriter Depart., POPE 
MFG. Co., Makers of Columbia Cycles, Boston, New 
York, Chicago. 
IT STANDS AT THE HEAD 
16 Pages 
Tit FRACTICAL FARMER 
A LIVE Agricul- t 1 PQr yiRar irk 
tural PAPER for --1---pufbeiei5:blD;d" 6411:12.  
• Live FfIRIVIER 
For if you do not it may become con 
C sumptive. For Consumption, Scrofula, ( General Debility any; Wasting Diseases, 
1 
there is nothing like SALESME III WANTED 
TA ONCE.—A 
few good men to sell 
our goods by sample to the wholesale 
acid retail trade. We are the largest 
manufacturers in our line in the world. Liberal salary paid. Perms-
nentposItlon. Money advanced for wages, advertising, etc. For full 
Arms address, Centennial Mfg. Co., Chicago, Ill., or Cincinnati, 1 1 'SCOTT'S 
MULS1ON NUMISMATIC BANK $15000 paid for a complete collection of American Coins, Single specimens bought up to 1878. Collectors employed, av-eraging $7.00 a day by following instructions given in the 
Bankers and Collectors Illus. Bulletin, loc. a 
copy. Send to-day as you might not see this again. 
Numismatic Bank,235Wash'nSt.Boston,Mass. 
It is old in years (established 1655) but young in 
the?, vigor and ability with which it treats of Farm 
Topics. Everything of to-day which will aid the 
farmer of to-day in getting the best results from his 
fields is presented in its columns from week to 
week, in a plain, practical, common-sense manner. 
The thoughts of the best Agricultural writers, and 
the experience of . Practical. Farmers alike find 
expression in it. In its 14 Departments can be 
found every week articles of profit and interest in 
the Field-work, among the Stock, in the Dairy, the 
Orchard, the Garden, the Poultry-yard and among 
the Bees. A skilled Veterinary Surgeon answers the 
questions of its subscribers concerning their stock 
free. The Housekeeper has a special department, 
and instructive and entertaining reading is provided 
for the Home Circle and the Children. Its weekly 
Market Reports are full and accurate. Its substrib-
ers pronounce it the Best Agricultural Journal in 
the Country. 
Once in a while a subscriber drops out, but he 
feels pretty much as does Jacob Rodenbaugh, of 
Locktown, N. J., who writes us : 
" I gave up THE FARMER more than two years 
ago, after reading it regularly for a number of years, 
not because I did not like it, but my sight had so 
much failed that I found it difficult to read only 
quite large print. So I reluctantly gave up the old 
fliend, but persuaded my farmer to take it and so 
had opportunity to read it as often as I felt inclined. 
But he allowed his subscription to run out, and I 
had not seen the paper for a long time, and I now 
feel that I cannot carry on farming without it." 
One Dollar per Year —less than eents per 
week. ADDRESS,  SAMPLE COPY FREE. 
THE FARMER CO., PUB'S, 
OFFICE OF P BLICATiON : 	 P. 0. BOX, 1917, 
725 CHESTNUT ST. 	 PHILADELPHIA, A 











argest ale 0 	 II, only 26 Cents. 
Charles DIckens'"Com Pleterlgorkys.ma  mailed for $1.0• 
Waverly Novelo, by Walter Scott, 2.iVols., only 1.50 
Mammoth Cyclopedia. 4 Volumes, 217 0 Pages. 1.00 
FREE 
111.00 Books at 8 eta. each; 20 for 50 eta 50 for 1.00 
A large number of useful articles can to obtained free 
for a very little work, these include Bicycles, Sewing 
Machines, Crockery,Watches, Clocks, Accordeons, Harmonicas, 
Photograph Outfits, all Books, Papers, Magazines, &o. 100-page 
Catalogue and copy of Paper with beautiful Engravings, sent for 
10 cts. Address THE WESTERN WORLD. Chlestgo.IlL 
Children Cry for Pitcher's Castoria. 
Hanging Up His Stocking. The Boar's Head. 
. "Are you going to hang up your stock-
ing this year ?" asked one young man of 
another. 
"No; I am not," was the short, sharp 
reply. 
"Well, you needn't be so cranky about 
it," was the answer. 
"Well, I have good reason to be 
'cranky,' " was the answer. "To ask a 
man who hung up his overcoat last sum-
mer and hasn't got it out yet if he is go-
ing to hang up his stocking is a positive 
insult. I don't like the word at all. Do 
you think I am going barefooted ?"-El-
mira Gazette. 
It is said that the Christinas celebration 
of the "Boar's Head" at Oxford college 
is commemorative of an act of vaor per-
formed by a student of the college who, 
while walking in a neighboring forest 
and reading Aristotle, was suddenly at-
tacked by a wild boar. The furious 
beast came open-mouthed upon the 
youth, who, however, very courageously 
and "with a happy presence of mind, 
rammed the volume down its throat, 
crying ‘Gracum est,' fairly choking the 
savage with the sage." 
Look here, Friend, Are you Sick ? 
'Do you suffer from Dyspepsia, Indigestion, Sour 
Stomach, Liver Complaint, Nervousness, Lost Ap-
petite, Biliousness, Exhaustion or Tired Feeling, 
Pains in Chest or Lungs, Dry Cough, Nig-htsweats 
or any form of Consumption ? Jf so, send to Prof. 
Hart, 88 Warren St., New York, who will send you 
free, by mail, a bottle of F/ora,/exion, which is a 
sure cure. Send to-day. 
Cure for the Deaf. 
Peck's Pitent Improved Cushioned Ear Drums 
perfectly restore the hearing, and perform the 
work of the natural drum. Always in position, but 
invisible to others, and comfortable to wear. All 
conversation, and even whispers, heard distinctly. 
We refer to those using them. Send for illustrated 
book with testimonials free. Address F. Hiscox, 
853 Broadway, New York. Mention this paper. 
TEXAS SIFTINCI-s. 23 
Paying Them Off. Preferred to Believe in Santa Claus. 
Managing Editor-" Did you pay the 
artist who illustrated that great poem 
' Christmas Chimes ' on your first page ?" 
Secretary-" Yes, sir. Sent him a check 
for $250." 
" Good. How much did you pay the 
engraver ?" 
" I sent him $75." 
• " Yes. Is there, any money left ?" 
"About seventeen cents." 
" Very well. Send it to the man who 
wrote the poem."-Philadelphia Record. 
" There is no such person as Santa 
Claus, is there ?" asked a small Hartford 
girl of her mother. 
" Some folks say there is not," was the 
reply. 
" Well, I don't care. I don't like folks 
who say there isn't any Santa Claus. 
They never give little girls any nice 
presents."-Hartford Post. 
We Have a Revolver Now. 
• The following correspondence will ex-
plain itself : 
OFFICE OF 
JOHN P. LOVELL ARMS CO., 
BOSTON, Mass., 
Dec. 7, 1889. 
Texas Siftings Publishing CO., New 
York 
GENTI.WMEN :-Please insert our advt. 
[copy enclosed] in your Christmas num-
ber, and charge • same to us at rate 
quoted. 
We forward to you to-day, by express, 
one of our new revolvers-the same as 
described in the advt.-which please pre-
sent with our compliments to your Man-
ager, our old friend, Knox. He may 
need it in his. business. 
Yours Truly, 
JOHN P. LOVELY, ARMS Co. 
per Benj. Lovell. 
• 
" News." 
The word " news " is derived from the 
initial letters of the four points of the 
compass-North, East, West and South. 
To all the points of the compass let the 
good news go that for deranged liver, 
nervous headache, costiveness, impure 
blood, nausea, and many other disturb-
ances of the system that make men 
mourn, there is a remedy. Thousands 
testify that Dr. Pierce's Pleasant Pur-
gative Pellets cure these troubles. Small 
but potent ; one a dose. 
The Leisure Hour Library, POETICAL WORKS. No. 111. Poems, by Henry W. Longfellow. No one cau afford to be without thin collection of poems ler the master or 
American poetry. Illustrated. 
No. 110. Peen's, by John G. Whittier. The only cheap 
edition published-should be in every household. illustrated. 
No. 46. Jean Ingelow's Poems. All the finest works o 
this great poetess are given in this book. 
No. 34. The Lady of the Lake. By SIR WALTER SCOTT. A 
romance in verse. 
No. 1. Poems, by Alfred Tennyson. Thli work contains 
some of his finest compositions. 
COMPLETE NOVELS AND OTHER WORKS 
By Well-known and Popular Authors, 
AT THREE CENTS EACH ! JUVENILE BOOKS. 
OFFICE' OF 	 1 
TEXAS SIFTINGS PUBLISHING CO., 
New York, 
Dec. 8, 1889. 
411r. fier Benj. Lovell, Boston, 	 ass: 
DEAR SIR:-Revolver received. What 
use, do you suppose, I could have for a 
self-cocking, six-chamb:.)r, Swift, double-
action, automatic, etc., revolver ? It is 
very handsome, I admit, and looks to be 
a valuable and murderous weapon, but 
what prompted you to make me such a 
present ? Why didn't you send me a 
health-lift, or one of your patent parlor 
rowing machines? I could have used 
that on our office boy; his muscle needs 
development that sitting on a high stool 
and licking postage stamps fails to give 
him. But a revolver ! Why, don't you 
know that it is against the law to carry 
one in New York ? If I should be found 
with a gun in my pocket I would be 
taken before Judge Duffy, or some other 
of New York's foreign mandarins, and 
sentenced to thirty days' vacation, where 
cracking stone with a long-handled ham-
mer would be a part of my clerical 
duties. 
I think, however, I catch your idea. 
You are not such a philanthropist as a 
stranger might suppose you to be. You 
think I might possibly monkey with the 
thing, and accidentally blow a hole in 
myself, when you would hope to see some 
headlines like these in the daily papers : 
DEPLORABLE AND FATAL ACCIDENT ! 
MISCELLANEOUS. 
NEW YORK IN TEARS. 
No. 220. The People's Natural History. Containing In-
teresting descriptions, accompanied by illustrations of numerous 
beasts, birds, eptiles, fishes, and insects. 
No. 219. Selections for Autoraph Albums, Valentines, 
Wedding Anniversaries, Birthday Greetings and Bouquet Preeen. 
tations. A large and valuable collection. 
No. 218. Ballads of the War. A collection of patriotic and 
soul stirring poems, written during the war for the Union. 4 
No. 217. Perfect Etiquette; on, How TO BEHAVE IN So-
C1ETY. A complete manual for ladies and gentlemen, giving the 
correct rules of deportment for all occasions. 
Bea, 
a woNnod.e1r6f7u.1 aWndobleaduers
ifulofthtinhges At tdhees cbor I 
bottom 
mo n off tthheeorlaanny. 
with profuse illustrations. 
No. 166. Wonders of the World, NATURAL AND OTHER. 
Contains descriptions and illustrations of the most wonderful 
works of nature and of man. Very interesting and instructive. 
No. 165. Familiar Quotations. Containing the origin and 
authorship ofarany phrases frequently met In leading and con-
versation. A valuable work of reference. 
No. 161. Low Life in New York. A series of vivid pen pic-
tures showing the dark side of idle in the great city. Illustrated. 
No. 157. The Road to Wealth. Not an advertising circular, 
but a thoroughly practical work, pointing out a way by which all 
may make money. easily, rapidly, and honestly. 
No. 130. One Hundred Popular Songs, sentimental. path-
etic and comic, including most of the favorites; new and old. 
No. 113. Anecdotes of the Rebellion. A collection of 
humorous, pathetic and thrilling narratives or the war. 
No. 60. Useful Knowledge for the Million, a handy book 
of useful information for all, upon many anti various subjects. Il-
lustrated. 
No. 67. 
 Manners and Customs In Far Away Lands, a 
book of travels, describing the peculiar life, habits, trimmers and 
customs of the people of foreign countries. Illustrated. 
No. 63. The Standard Letter Writer for Ladies and Gen-
tlemen. a complete guide to correspondence, giving plain direc-
tions for the composition of letters of every kind. 
No. 62. Manual of Etiquette for Ladles and Gentlemen, a 
gnide topoliteness and good breeding, giving the rules of modern 
etiquette for all occasions. 
No. 47. The Cities of the New World. A description of 
all points of interest relating to nearly every important city of 
America, illustrated with bird's-eye views of each city described. 
No. s. The History and Mystery of Common Things. 
This work tell., all about the manufacture of the common and 
familiar things which we see every day about us. Illustrated. 
 
N.B.-Any of the foregoing numbers of THE LEISURE 
HOUR LIBRARY will be sent by mail post-paid upon re-
ceipt of price only three cents each. Customers will ob-
serve the economy in postage and stationery secured by.  
ordering several numbers at a time. Postage stamps will 
be received as cash. Patrons will please order by the num-
bers; when these are plainly given, to write the name of 
the story or work is unnecessary. Address the Publisher, 
as below. 
DOUBLE NUMBERS, SIX CENTS EACH. 
The following are Double .Numbers, just twice the size of 
the foregoing. They comprise the longer novels. and we 
send any of them by mail post-paid upon receipt of price. 
six cents each : 
No. 108. At Bay By Mrs. A LEXANDER. Illustrated. 
No. 107. Mr. "I" 
The Island Prisoner. By M. T. CALDOR.
...L's Love Story.. By GEORGE ELIOT. 
No. 126. 
By Miss M. E. BRADDON. No. 109. His Second Wife. 
No. 106. That Beautiful Wretch. By WILLIAM BLACK.. 
No. 105. The Haunted Tower. By Mre. HENRY Wow". 
No. 104. in a Winter City. By " OUIDA." 
No. 102. At War with Herself. By author of" Dora Thorne."  
No. 42. The Shadow of a Sin. By author of " Dora Thorne." 
No. 41. Brenda Yorke. By MARY CECIL HAY. 
NO. 40. L1L By Mrs.  FETHERSTONEHAUOR. 
No. 39. Sister Dora By MARGARET LONSIDALE. Illustrated. 
No. 88. The Captain's Room., By WALTER BESANT. 
No. 37. Peg Wollington. By CHARLES READE. 
• No. 30. A Strange Retribution. By Mrs. R. B. EDSON. 
No. 28. Parson Garland's Daughter. By Miss MULOO.L. 
No. 26. The Two Destinies. By WILE IE •CoLL i NS. 
No. 24. Lord Lynne's Choice. Br author of" Doi a Thorne." 
No. 20. Bread and Cheese and kisses. By B. L. FAILIKON• 
No. 19. Raehael Gray. Rv JULIA KAVANAGH. 
. NO. 18. Silas Marner. By .GEOROE N:LIOT. 
andNo. 17. A Star  aHeart. By FLORENCE NI A KRYAT 
No. 16. Cousin Henry. By ANTHONY TROLLOP!' 
No. 15. Christian's Mistake. By Miss Mtmoca. 
No. 14. Darrell Markhnm. By  Miss M. E. BRADDON. 
No. 13. Dora Thorne. B% Cli ‘RLoTTE M. BRAEm K. 
No. 12. Second "'haughty. By Brion,. BRoUOHTON. 
No. 11. My Lady's Money. By WILKIE COLLINS. Ill'd. 
Agents wanted, to whom we will send terms on wilco. 
tion. All orders should be addressed : 
F. M. LUPTON, Publisher, 
No. 63 Murray St., New York. 
A Well-known Journalist Shot in 
the Neck by a Gull Presented to Him 
by J. P. Lovell Arms Co., of Boston, 
Dealers in Sporting Goods. Guns 
and Pistols a speciality; Grindstones 
in Every Style, etc., etc. 
It may be that you hope that I 
shall become enraged at one of the 
many members of the human race 
who suggest that a great improve-
ment to TEXAS SIFTINGS would be to 
add " A Chess Column," a " World's 
Fair Department," a " Woman's Page," 
or weekly articles on " The- Rotation of 
Crops," and that I may shoot a few 38-
calibre bullets into his anatomy. Then 
the police would take the revolver, and 
the reporters would examine it and every-
body would learn that it was from the 
" well-known establishment of Jno. P. 
Lovell Arms Co., dealers in," etc., etc. 
It's an advertisement you're after, is it ? 
Well, you won't get it. When I want to 
kill any one I shall saw one of those heavy 
editorials out of the Boston Post, and 
fracture his skull with it, or I shall take 
him up the gulch, to some quiet nook, 
and read Robert Elsmere to him. 
I am going to give the revolver to one 
who never kills anybody-one who will 
never use it. I am going to present it to 
the fool-killer. Seems to me he has retired 
from business. So you're scheme to• get 
a big advertisement for a small revolver 
will be. a frost-bitten failure. 
Trilly, 
J. ARMOY KNOX. 
EACH number of THE LEISURE HOUR LIBRARY contains 
a complete first-class novel or other work by a well-known 
and popular author. It is the cheapest series of first-class 
works ever published in any land or language, and a real 
boon to every lover of good literature. Novels which cost 
25 cents each in the cheapest edition published by any 
other house, are produced by us, full and complete, and 
sold for three cents. Remember each novel is complete-you 
can read it entire and at once, not having to wait for it 
from week to week as you do when reading a stor paper. 
We will send any of the following numbers of THE LEISURE 
HOUR LIBRARY, by Matt post-paid, upon receipt of price, 
only three cents each. Look the list over and send to us for 
as many as you. Wish. We guarantee satisfaction. You can 
afford to send for a number of them, they are so cheap: 
COMPLETE NOVELS BY FAMOUS AUTHORS. 
No. 271. Simon Derrick's Daughter. By M. T. CALDOR. 
Illustrated. 
No. 272 The Linden Farm Bride. By MARGARET BLOUNT. 
illusera&ed. 
No. 274 A Dangerous Woman. By Mrs. ANN STEPHENS. 
No. 250. Blackbird 11111. By ESCHER SERLIC KENNETH. 
No. 249. The Peril of Richard Pardon. By B. L. FAB- 
JEON. 
No. 248. The Little Old Man of the Batignolles. By 
EMILE GAHORIAN. 
No. 217. From the Earth to the M __oon• By Jurate VERNE. 
No. 243. The Guardian's Plot. By Dr. J. H. Roar Nacos. 
No. 212. The Baron's Will. By SYLvANUS COBB, JR. 
No. 241. The Gray Falcon. By M. T. CALDOR. 
No. 240. The Sorrow of a Secret. By MARY CECIL EAT. 
No. 239. Pere y and the Prophet, By WILKIE COLLINS. 
No. 237. The Story of a Wedding Ring. By the author 
of " Dora Thorne." 
No. 236. Martyn Ware's Temptation. By Mrs. HENRY 
WooD. 
No. 235. A Modern Cinderella. By the author of " Dora 
Thorne." 
No. 234. The Island HOMO. By M. T. CALDOB. 
No. 233. The Fatal Glove. By CLARA AUGUSTA. 
No. 226. The Mill Girl of Ty rsl. By M. T. CALDOIL 
No. 225. Maiwa's Revenge. By H. RIDER HAGGARD. 
No. 228. Ruth Herrick. By WILLIAM H. ButomeEtt.. 
No. 216. Ruth ven's Ward. By FLORENCE MARRYAT. 
No. 214. Two Kisses. By the author of " Dora Thorne." 
No. 213. Clouds and Sunshine. By CHARLES READS 
No. 212. A Vagabond Heroine. By Mrs. ANNIE EDWARDS. 
No. 211. Thornyeroft Grange. By RETT Wirewoon. 
'To. 210. Caramel Cottage. By Mrs. HENRY WOOD. 
SO. 209. The Dream W oman. By WILKIE COLLINS. 
No. 208. The Treasure of Franchard. By ROBERT Lome 
STEVENSON. 
No. 207. The Misadventures of John Nicholson. By 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. 
No. 208. Bread Upon the Waters, By Miss Mutocit. ma. 
No. 205. A Tale of Three Lions. By H. RIDER HAGGARD. 
No. 204. Page Ninety-two. By MARY CECIL HAY. 
No. 203. Mary Hardwick's Rival. By Mrs. HENRY WOOD. 
No. 202, Wall Flowers. By MARION HARLAND. Illustrated. 
No. 201. Tile Merchant's Crime. By HoRAyto ALGER, JR. 
No. 200. George Caulfleld's Journey. By Miss M. E. 
BRADDON. 
No. 1. 987.. 31HeY 
	 Ilia. mtilpieerticar. Kate. By author " Dora Thorne." 
No. 198. Ivan the Serf. By S 
By.M. CALDOR. 
LVANUS COBB, JR. 
No. 195 A Dark Inheritance. By MARY CEOIL HAT; 
No. 184. That Winter Night. By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
No. 183. The Red Cross. By M. T. CALDOR. 
No. 182. For Love or Riches. By author -A GreathIlstaks." 
No. 181. The Wizard of Granada. By M. T.CALD011. 
No. 180. A Woman's Secret. By CLARA AUGUSTA. 
No. 156. The Guilty River. By WILKIE COLLINS. 
No. 155. Florence Irarlington'a Oath: By Mrs. MARY A. 
DENISON. Illustrated. 
No. 164. Lancaster's Cabin. Ry Mrs. M. V. VICTOR. /7Xd. 
No. 153. Mont Grange. By Mrs. HENRY WOOD. 
No. 162. The Poison of Asps. By FLORENCE MARRYAT. 
No. 161. Forging the Fetters. By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 
No. 150. A Play wright's Daughter. By Mrs. ANNIE ED- 
WARDS. Illustrated. 
No. 149. Hallow Ash Hall. By MARGARET BLOUNT. Ill'd. 
No. 148. A Bartered Life. By MARION HARLAND. 
No. 147. Sir Noel's Heir. By Mrs. MARY AGNES FLEMING. 
No. 146. Doris's Fortune. By FLORENCE WARDEN. 
No. 145. The Nine of Hearts. By B. L. FARJEON. 
No. 144. Lady Valworth's Diamonds. By "THE DucuEss." 
No. 143. Fair but False. By author of " Dora Thorne." 
No. 142. The Woman Hater. By Pr. J. H. ROBINSON. 
No. 141. Between Two Sins. By the author of " Dora 
Thorne." Illustrated. 
No. 140. The Lawyer's Secret. By Miss M. E. BRADDON. 
No.139. The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. 
Hyde. By R. L. STEVENSON. 
No. 138. An Old Man's Sacrifice. By Mrs. ANN B. 
STEPHENS. 
No. 137. Under the Lilacs. By author of" Dora Tiro. ne." 
No. 136. A Low Marriage. By Mies MuLocs. Illustrated. 
No. 135. A Wicked Girl. By MARY CECIL HAY. 
No. 134. The Pearl of the Ocean. By CLARA AUGUSTA. 
No. 133. The Old Oaken Chest. By SYLVANUS COBB, Jr. 
No. 182. The Californian Cabin. By M. T. CALDOR. 
No. 131. The Foreellini Rubies. By M. '1'. CALDOR. 
No. 129. The Diamond Bracelet. BY Mrs. HENRY WOOD. 
 
Illustrated. 
No. 128. Clifre House. By ETTA W. PIERCE. 
NO. 123. 	 hibitOry. By MARGARET BLOUNT. 
No. 122. Out of the Sea. By CLARA AUGUSTA. 
No. 121. The story or a Storm. By Mrs. JANE G. AUSTIN. 
NO. 120. The Evil Genius. By M. T. CALDOR. 
No. 119. The Mystery at Blackwood Grange. By Mrs. 
MAY AGNES FLEMING. 
No. 103. The Last ofthe Ruth vens.By Miss MutocK. DX& 
No. 101. The Morwiek Farm Mystery. By Wmgroa Cot, 
LINS. Illustrated. 
No. 100. Out of the Depths. By HUGH CONWAY. 
No. 99. Retribution. fly MARGARET BLOUNT. 
No. 98. A Tale of Sin. By Mrs. HENRY WOOD. 
No. 97. A Fortune Hunter. By ANNIE THOMAS. fwd. 
No. 98, Wedded and Parted. By author of " Dora Thorne." 
No. 95. The KnightabridgeMystery. By CHARLES READE. 
Illustrated. 
No. 94. Ingledew House. By the author of " Dora Thorns." 
No. 93. A Passive Crime. By - THE DUCHESS." 
No. 92. Rose Lodge. By Mrs.7 t
he
liRNRY WOOD. B  
No. 91, A Bridge  of Love.author of " Dora Thorns." 
No. 222. Modern Recitations. A large collection of the 
most popular recitations in prose and verse. 
No. 221. Grulliver's Travels. The remarkable adventures 
of Lemuel Gulliver among the Lilliputians and Giants. 
No. 163. Popular Recitations and Dialogues, humorous, 
dramatic and pathetic, lucluding all the latest and most popular. 
No. 15s. Round the Evening Lamp. A book of stories, 
pictur es, puzzles and games, for the little folks at home. 
No. 114. Parlor Amusements. A large collection of Acting 
Charades, Parlor Dramas, Shadow Pantomimes. Games, Puzzles, 
etc. Illustrated. 
No. 61. Dialogues, ileeltations and Readings, a large 
and choice collection for school exhibitions, etc. 
No. 55. Winter Evening RAPreationa, a large collection of 
Acting Charades, Tableaux, Games, Puzzles. etc. Illustrated. 
No. 54. Parlor Magic and Chemical Experiments. A 
book which tells how to perform hundreds of amusing tricks. 
No. 86. Grimm's Fairy Stories for the Young. The finest 
collection of fairy stories published. 
BIOGRAPHICAL WORKS. 
No. 162. The Self-Made Men of Modern Times. Con-
tains portraits and biographies of famous self-made Americans. 
No. 112. The Life of Gen. U. S. Grant. By W. A. Pwrzas. With portrait and other illustrations. 
No. 9. Distinguished People. This work contains pore 
traits and biographies of our celebrated S ateemen, Authors, Poets 
Editors, Clergymen, Financiers, etc. 
No. 90, The Fatal Marriage. By Miss M. E. BRADDON. 
No. 89. A Queen Amongst Women. By the author of 
" Dora Thorne." 
No. 88. The Blatehford Bequest. By HUGH CONWAY. 
No. 87. The Curse of Carew. By author of -‘ Dora Thorne." 
No, 86. A Shadow on the Threshold. By MARY CECIL HAY. 
No. 85. The Fatal Lilies. fly the author of " Dora Thorne." 
No. 84. Carriston's Gift. By HUGH CONWAY. Illustrated. 
No. 83. More Bitter than Death. By author " Dora 
'Miss or Mrs. I By WILKIE COLLINS. Illustrated. 
T or .." 
No. 81. In the Holidays. By MARY CECIL HAY. 
No. 80. The Romantic Adventures of a Milkmaid. By 
THOMAS  
Dead Heart. By the author of " Dora Thorne." 
HARDY. 
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No. 77. Dark Days. By HUGH CONWAY. 
No. 76. Shadows on the Snow. By 
B  No. 75. At the World's Mercy. By ' 1  FLORENCE: RIFA EZDEN. 
No. 74. Called Buck. By HEGH CONWAY. 
No. 73. kindred Trevanion. By " THE DUCHESS." 
No. 72. in Cupid's Net. By the author of " Dora Thorne." 
No. 71. The Grey Woman. By Mrs. GASKELL. 
No 




No. 69. Gabriel's Marriage. By WILKIE COLLINS. nrd. 
No. 68. John Bowerbaniee Wife. By Miss MULOCK. 
No. 67. Jasper Dane's Secret. By Miss M. E. BRADDON. 
Illustrated. 
No. 66. Leollne. By MARY CECIL HAY. Illustrated. 
DNor.a6thole7 lii 	 ed Gwusetnradtoline's Dream. By the author of 
No. 64. Red Court Farm. By Mrs. HENRY WOOD. Iltd. 
No. 62.  3 BTaheekFte 
the 
Frozen Dee} p, By WILKIE COLLINS.o I s  Old Home. By MARY CECIL HAY. Ill'd. 
No. 61. The Lost Bank Note. By Mrs. HENRY WOOD. /Wd. 
No. 60. Hester. By BEATRICE M. BUTT. Illustrated. 
No. 49. A Bride from the Sea. By author of -Dora Thorne." 
No.45. The Cricket on the Hearth. A Christmas Story. 
By CHARLES DICKENS. //hydrated. 
No. 44. The Yellow Mask. By WILKIE COLLINS. 
No. 48. Bell Brandon. By P. HAMILTON MYERS. MU. 
No. 36. Missing. By MARY CECIL HAY. 
No. 33. Anne. By Mrs. HENRY WOOD. 
No. 32. Sister Rose. By WILKIE COLLINS. 
No. 31. Valerie's Fate. By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 
No. 29. A Golden Dawn. By author of "Dora Thorne." Md. 
No. 27. Emotes; or i 
 The Mystery of the Headland*. 
By E.TTA W. PIERCE. Illustrated. 
Dudley Carlson. No. 25. 	 By Miss M. E. BRADDON. 
No. 23. David Hunt. By Mrs. ANN B. STEPHENS. 
No. 22. it  The Veit. to Ashley.  By Mrs. HENRY WOOD.  
21. Reaping the Whirlwind. By MARY CECIL HAT. 
No. 10. 
....  
A Gilded Sin. By the author of" Dora Thorne." 
No. 7.  The Laurel Bush. By bliss MOLOCH. 
No. 6. Henry Arkell. By Mrs. HENRY WOOD. 
No. 6. Amos Barton. By GEORGE EI.IOT. 
No. 4. Blue Eyes and Golden Hair. By ANNIE THOMAS. 
No. a. Captain Alick's Legacy. By M. T. CALDOR. 
No. 2. Among the Ruins. By MARY CECIL HAT. Ill'd. 
MISCELLANEOUS FICTION. 
No. 238. Sixteen Complete Stories. By popular authors. 
A charming collection of interesting stories. 
No. 164. Christmas Stories. By CHARLES DICKENS. The 
Most charming Christmas stories ever written. 
No. 117. Famous Detective Stories. A collection   o 
No. 59. Sixteen Complete Stories by popular authors. All f  
thrilling narratives of Detective experience. 
very interesting. 
BOOKS FOR LADIES. 
No. 179. Hints and Helps for the Household. A com-
pendium of valuable and useltd householi information. 
No. 178. •Guide to the Toilet. The teeth, hands, 
breath, lips, skin and comp 	
hair,
our Own Doctor. Containing simple 
lexion are fully treated in this book. 
No. 177. How to be Y 
yet reliable home remedies for ..11 the common complaints. 
No, 176. The Common Sense Cook Book. A thoroughly 
reliable and &at-class work. 
No. 127. How to Make Paper Flowers. Containing 
 
thorough instructions in this beautiful and useful art. 
No. 125. Ladies' Fancy Work. Containing directions foT 
making many beautiful thiuge for the adornment of home. Ill'd. 
No. 124. Decorative Painting. Manual of self-instruction. 
By LIDA and M. J. CLARKSON. Illustrated. 
No. 116. Guide to Needle Work,Knitting and Crochet. 
 
Containing designs for all kinds of Fancy Needlework. Rid. 
Manual No. 116. 
	
of Floriculture. 'leaches the best method 
of propagating all the differentlants. Illustrated. 
 
No. 66. The Home Cook Book and Family Physician. 
Containing hundreds of excellent cooking recipes and hints to 
housekeepers; also telling how to cure all common ailments. 
No. 48. Fancy Work for Home Adornment, containing 
easy and practical instructions for making fancy baskets. wall 
pockets, brackets, needlework, embroidery, etc. Illustrated. 
BOOKS FOR FARMERS. 
No. 248. How to Make and Save Money on the Farm. 
A valuable compilation of useful facts, hints and suggestions. 
No. 175. Guide toSuceesstall Poultry Keeping. A com-
plete poultry book, giving- the fullest information regarding this 
profitable pursuit. Illustrated. 
No.174. Home-made Farm Implements. Contains direc-
tions for making 1111,111ii and labor saving utensils, all 01 which 
are unpatented and may be easily made. Illustrated. 
No. 173. The Great Staples. Contains valuable hints and 
useful suggeet lone regarding the culture of wheat, corn, potatoes, 
hay, etc. Illustrated. 
No. 172. Success In the Garden. Contains valuable in-
formation regarding the successful growing of all kinds of veget-
ables. Illustrated. 
No. 171. Fruit Culture for Profit. In this book is given a 
vast amount of useful luf, rmation for growers of all kinds of 
fruits. Illustrated. 
No. 170. The Whae Subject of Fertilizers. This Im-
portant subject is fullytreated in this book. 
No. 169. The Stockbreeders' Guide. This work contains 
information of great value regarding the care and management. 
feeding end rearing of horses, cattle, sheep, and hogs. Illustrated. 
No. 168. Country Architecture. Containing designs and 
plans for houses, cottages, barns and other outbuildings. 
HUMOROUS BOOKS. 
No. 246. Mrs. Caudle's Curtain Lectures. By Doneness 
JERROLD. 
No. 244. Adventures of a Bachelor. By the author of 
" BIJAH BEANPOLE'S ADVI NTURES IN NEW YORK." 
No. 216. The Aunt M aguire Documents. By the author 
of " THE WIDOW BEDOTT PAPERS • "  
Wit No. 199. !h Beanpole's Adventures In New York. 
By the author or' THE Miss St.rNIMEN8 PAPERS." Illustrated. 
No. 160. The Aunt K ziuh Papers. By CLARA AUGUSTA, 
author of 1, The Rugg Do currents.' A most ridiculously funny 
book. 
No. 159. "A Pleasure Exertion "and Other Sketches. 
By 	 JOSIAH ALLEN'S WIFE." 
No 118. Yankee Wit and Humor. A collection of humor- 
ous, stories. sketches, poems and paragraphs. Illustrated. 
No. na.  
ot; 	 e i
The Widow Bedett Papers, By FRANCES M. 
W 
 
No. 68. The Budget a Wit, Humor and Fun. A col-
lection of funny stories, sketches, anecdotes, poems and joke& 
nitiatrizied. 
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Chemists have made careful analysis of this water 
and find that it possesses rare mineral qualities, 
especially valuable lu the treatment of Rheumatism, 
Gout, Dyspepsia, Kidney and Liver Troubles. It is 
largely used by physicians with the most gratifying 
results. 
Send for circulars and analysis. 
	
• 
ONEITA SPRING COMPANY. 
UTICA, N. Y. 
J. M. BELL & CO., 31 Broadway, Nvw York. 
`')onztable 
SPECIAL IMPORTATIONS. 
SILKS.—Regeuce Satin Uuis, Bengaline and Velou-
tine in new shades. 
BroCaded and Damasse Stuffs. 
Broche and Metal Effects. 
EVENING DRESS STUFFS. — Novelties — Crepes 
Grenadines. Gazes and Marabout in Broche. Damasse 
and Plain Colors. Very handsome styles landed this 
week. 
33wa,D(vaii, 	 19tig 
NEW YORK. 
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1890. Now is the Time lo Subscribe ! 1890i  years, and it is no reflection on other ex-cellent agencies to say that Mr. Bates handles larger contracts and does more 
business than any other advertising 
agency in the world. So thoroughly es-
tablished, and so well systematized is 
Mr. Bates' business that he has been able 
to spend all of last summer abi oacl, with-
out detriment to his own interest or to 
that of his clients. He has a corps of ex-
perienced lieuterants, who in their re-
spective departments have few equals, 
and certainly no superiors. The chief 
of these being Mr. Lyman D. Morse, 
who in the absence of Mr. Bates has the 
responsible charge of his immense busi-
ness, and who in addition to large ad-
vertising outlays of other clients, has.—
under the instruction of Mr. Barratt—the 
supervision of all of Pears' Soap adver-
tising done in the United States. The 
proof that he does well what is intrusted 
to him is to be found in the fact that the 
great advertising business of Pears con-
tinues to be placed in the hands of The 
Bates Agency from year to year. Mr. 
Barratt is a pioneer in artistic advertising 
and by his genius has done more to 
make advertisements attractive, and has 
originated more new features in adver-
tising than has any other man in any 
line of business. He has paid many 
thousand pounds to sculptors and artists 
for their works, that have become the 
property of Pears, and have been used 
by them in giving publicity to the merits 
of their world-famed soap, notably that 
great picture " Bubbles," by Sir John 
Millais,. and the sculptured group called 
-You Dirty Boy !" by Focardi, which 
cost $3,000. 
So much has Mr. Barratt done for art 
in advertising, that recently, at a banquet 
given to him at the Hotel Monopole, in 
. London, in celebration of .the centenniary 
of the Pears' establishment, the repre-
sentatives of the English and American 
ii'vess• presented , him with a setvice of 
plate, of the value of over one thousand 
pounds. 
"Pe Best Periodicals for family _Reach*" 
Harper's Magazine, 
An Expensive Story. 
There is a story that was told a hun-
dred years ago. The great-grandfathers 
of some of us read it in such newspapers 
as they had when the nineteenth century 
wa:3 young, and the day has not passed 
since in which multitudes have not read 
it in newspapers, magazines and in books. 
It is said that in this year of grace, 1889, 
it has cost to tell this story over five hun-
dred thousand dollars. 
What story ? you say. 
It is a short one—very short—no plot 
worth speaking of, no humor, no pathos. 
It is told in a few words: " Pears' Soap, 
UneqUalled, Unexcelled, the Best." 
That's all. A mere synopsis, of course. 
Sometimes more of our beautiful United 
States language is used in telling the 
story, but it is not necessary. A. & F. 
Pears• began the manufacture of their 
soap away back in Anno Domini seven-
teen hundred and something. Their de-
scendants are to-day making, advertis-
ing and selling the same soap—a soap 
that outranks all other soaps in the 
quantity sold, which is a good proof of 
its excellence. 
Mr. Barratt, the active member of 
the firm of A. & F. Pears, a few • years 
ago, after having conquered the old 
world, reached out to the United States 
with his advertisements. The result is 
that to-day 'there is hardly a hamlet in 
the United States in which. 	 Pears' Soap , 
cannot be bought. The advertising must 
have been profitable, for we have it on 
good authority,. that of the half million 
dollars annually spent by this firm for 
advertising, over one hundred thousand 
is spent in the United States. This 
enormous sum passes through the hands' 
of the J. H. Bates Advertising Agency, 
of New York. Messrs. Pears have their 
own offices and warehouses in New York, 
but the Bates Agency attends to all their 
advertising businesS. Mr. Bates haS 
been in the advertising business for many 
$4 a year. Issued monthly. 
Harper's Weekly, 	 Harper's Bazar, 
$4 a year. Issued weekly. 	 $j a year. Issued weekly. 
Harper's Young People, 
$2 a year. Issued weekly. 
PostagO Free in the United States, Canada, and Mexico. 
".No 5-wnily can afford to be ru:31,044 them." 
APPLY TO YOUR BOOKSELLER, NEWSDEALER, OR TO THE 
PUBLISHERS, , HARPER & BROTHERS, NEW YORK. 
A Long-felt Want. 
Mrs. Grigs-7-"What are you going to 
give your husband Christmas ?" 
Mrs. Grogs—"A theatre outfit." 
• Mrs. Grigs — "For the land's sake, 
what's that ?" 
Mrs. Grogs —" A nursing-bottle, a pack-
age of cloves and a chain and padlock." 
—Lowell Citizen. 
For Coughs, Sore Throat, Asthma, 
Catarrh, and diseases of the Bronchial Tubes, no 
better remedy can be found than " BROWN'S BRON-
CHIAL TROCHES." 'Sold everywhere, 25 cents. 
Sweet Faith of 'Childhood. 
"Do you know," said a clerk in the 
post-office to-day, "that we handle hun-
dreds of letters every day at this time of 
the year addressed to .Kriss Kringle,' 
'St. Nicholas' and 'Santa Claus ?' It is 
true, and some of the' letters would make 
your heart go right out to the little ones 
who write them."—Philadelphia Call. 
Smart. Weed and Belladonna combined 
with the other ingredients used in the best porous 
plasters, make Carter's S. W. & B. Backache Plas-
ters the best in the market. Price 25 cents. 
-Now 	  
Smith—" I hear you fought at Gettys- 
burg." 
Robinson — " Yes, and was badly 
Nvounded." 
" Where ?" 
" In my substitute."—The Epoch. 
When Baby was sick, we gave her Castoria, 
When she was a Child, she cried for Castoria, 
When she became Miss, she clung to Castoria, 
When she had Children, she gave them Castoria, 
WHY IT IS CALLED CHRISTMAS-TIDE. 
MR. RO1TNDTOP—Why do they call it Christmas-tide, Portly ? 
MR. PORTLY—Because there are so many weddings, perhaps. Christmas- 
tied. See? 
I thought it was because so many were trying to tide over it.' 
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